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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS 



IRISH POPULAR POETRY. 



The popular songs and ballads of Ireland are as 
completelj unknown to the great mass of Irish read- 
ers, as if thej were sung in the wilds of Lapland, in- 
stead of the green valleys of their own native land. 
These strains of the Irish muse are to be * found in 
the tongue of the people only ; and while, for past 
centuries, every means had been used to lead the 
classes which had partaken, even in the slightest de- 
gree, of an English education, into a total disuse of 
the mother tongue; when the middle and upper 
ranks, aping the manners of the English settlers 
located among them, adopted a most unnational dis- 
like to the language of their fathers ; when even in 
the courts of law, the sole use of the vernacular was a 
stumbling-block in the way of him who sought for 
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justice within their precincts, and the youth who 
maj have acquired a smattering of education, found 
it necessary, upon emerging from his native glen into 
the world, to hide, as closely as possible, all know- 
ledge of the tongue he had learned at his mother's 
breast ; it is no wonder the peasantry should, at 
length, quit this last vestige of nationality, and as- 
sist the efforts of the hedge schoolmaster in its re- 
pression. The village teacher had long been endea- 
vouring to check the circulation of the native tongue 
among the people, by establishing a complete sys- 
tem of espiery in these rustic seminaries, in which 
the youth of each hamlet were made to testify against 
those among them who uttered an Irish phrase. 
This will easily account for the very imperfect know- 
ledge which the rising population of various districts 
have, at this hour, of the tongue which forms the sole 
mode of communication between their seniors. The 
poor peasant, seeing that education could be obtained 
through the use of English only, and that the employ- 
ment of the native tongue was a strong bar to the acquire- 
ment of the favoured one, prohibited tohischildren the 
use of the despised language of his fathers. This transi- 
tion was, and is still, productive of serious inconvenience 
to the young and the old of the same household, in 
their mutual intercourse of sentiment. The writer 
of these remarks has been often painftilly amused at 
witnessing the embarrassment of a family circle, 
where the parents, scarcely understanding a word of 
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English, strove to converse with their children, who, 
awed hy paternal command, and the dread of sum- 
mary punishment at the hands of the pedagogue, 
were driven to essay a language of which the parents 
could scarcely comprehend a single word, and of 
which the poor children had too scant a stock to 
furnish forth a tithe of their exuberant thought. 

Yet, in this despised, forsaken language are stored 
up the most varied and comprehensive powers for 
composition. Who that has heard the priest address 
his Irish-speaking congregation, and seen the strange 
power of his impassioned eloquence over the hearts 
of his hearers — ^how the strong man, the feeble se- 
nior, the gentle girl, were alternately fixed in mute 
astonishment, kindled into enthusiasm, or melted 
into tears, as the orator pourtrayed the mercies of 
heaven to fallen man — ^who that has witnessed this, 
and will not acknowledge its thrilling influence in 
the affecting simplicity of its pathos, and the energy 
of its bold sublimity ? Who that has heard the pea- 
sant-mother lavish upon her infant these endearing 
expressions, which can hardly be conveyed in a com- 
paratively cold English dress, and not call it the 
tongue of maternal tenderness ? And I trust that he 
who can read the following songs in the original, will 
likewise confess that the Irish tongue can also express 
the most passionate ardour, the most sweetly queru- 
lous murmurings of love, and that rending grief 
which beats its breast upon the margin of despair. 
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It has been asserted that there is no language bet- 
ter adapted to lyric poetry than the Irish. That ar- 
ray of consonants which is retained in the words^ to 
show the derivation^ and which appears so formidable 
to the eye of an un-Irish reader^ is cut off by aspi- 
ratesy and softens down into a pleasing stream of 
hquid sounds, and the disposition of the broad and 
the slender vowels gives a variety to the ear by their 
ever changing melody. 
x^' One striking characteristic in the flow of Irish verse 
I must principally claim our notice-ruamely, the beau- 
/ tiful adaptation of the subject of the words to the 
I song measure — the particular embodiment of thought 
I requiring, it would seem, a kindred current of music 
i..^ to float upon. Or, to vary the figure, the particular 
tune so exquisitely chosen by the Irish lyrist, seems 
the natural gait of the subject, whatever that may be, 
from which it cannot be forced, in a translation, with- 
out at once destroying the graceful correspondence 
which gives its most attractive grace to the original. 

Miss Brooke has erred through her versions of the 
" Reliques'' in this respect, and so also, almost gene- 
rally, have the translators of Mr. Hardiman's " Min- 
strelsy." 

Another grace of the Irish language lies in the num- 
ber of its synonymes, which enables the poet to repeat 
the same thought over and over without tiring the 
ear. Its copiousness permits the raising of a pyra- 
mid of words upon a single thought — ^as, for instance. 
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in the description of a beautiful head of hair, the 
poet employs a variety of epithets, all of the same 
cognate race, yet each differing from the other by 
some slight shade of meaning. The rhymers of 
later times have carried this peculiarity to a blame- 
able degree. In this species of composition, the 
translator is quite bewildered, and he seeks, in vain, 
for equivalent terms in the English tongue to express 
the graceful redundancies of the original! 

In the sentimental and pastoral songs of Ireland, 
will be found those varied and gorgeous descriptions 
of female beauty and rural scenery, which have no pa- 
rallel in the English tongue, and which, as men of 
learning have asserted, are equalled only in the rich 
and exuberant poetry of the East. In these Irish 
songs are to be found none of the indelicate and even 
gross allusions which so greatly disgrace the lyrical 
efforts of the best poets of England in the last cen- 
tury. Not but that Irish rhymers have often com- 
posed in the censurable manner to which we have al- 
luded ; but these reprehensible lays are to be found 
only in manuscripts, and are never sung by the peo- 
ple. 

Some of these popular songs are genuine pastorals, 
possessing this pleasing feature, that while nothing fic- 
titious blends with the strain, and the whole is per- 
fectly true to nature, nothing coarse or vulgaris intro- 
duced, to displease the most refined ear, and all the beau- 
tiful and glorious objects of nature are pressed into the 
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service of the muse. The bloom of the bean-field is 
the cheek of the rural nymph ; her eye^ a freezing 
star, or the crystal dew-drops on the grass at sun- 
rise ; her sudden appearimce, a sun-burst through a 
cloud of mist ; the majesty of her mien, the grace of 
the white-breasted swan surveying his arching neck 
in the mirror of the blue lake ; her voice, the cooing 
of the dove, the magic sounds of fairy music, or the 
speaking note of the cuckoo when he bids the woods 
rejoice ; her hair either ambery, golden, or flaxen — 
ringleted, braided, perAimed, bepearled, sweeping the 
tie of her sandal, or floating on the silken wing of the 
breeze ! . The enamoured poet will lead his love over 
the green-topped hills of the South or West, will show 
her ships and sails through the vistas of the forest, as 
they seek their retreat by the shore of the broad 
lake. They shall dine on the venison of tbe hills, 
the trout of the lake, and the honey of the hollow 
oak. Their. couch shall be the purple-blossomed 
heath, the soft moss of the rock, or the green rushes 
strewn with creamy agrimony, and the early call of 
the heath-cock alone shall break their slumber of 
lovel 

Allegory was the favourite vehicle of conveying the 
political sentiment of Ireland in song, at least since 
the days of Elizabeth, To this figure the poets were 
inclined by the genius of the tongue, as well as the 
necessity which urged to clothe the aspirations for 
freedom in a figurative dress. Erin, the goddess of 
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the bard's wofship^ is a beautiful vii^^ who has fal- 
len within the grasp of the oppressor— all the terms 
of his tongue are expended in celebration of the charms 
of her person^ her purity, her constancy, her present 
sufferings, her ancient glory ! Her metaphorical names 
are many : the chief among that class are ** Ros geal 
dubh," "Graine Mhaol," " Droiman Donn ;" or she 
sometimes appears invested with all the attributes in 
which the beautiful fairy mythology of the land en- 
wraps the fabled beings of its creation. She leads 
the poet a devious route to many a rath and fairy 
palace, till at length, amid the shadowy forms of olden 
bards, and chiefs, and regal dames, and sceptred kings, 
she bids the wondering mortal proclaim to the Mile- 
sian Race that the period was athahd when her faith- 
ful friends would burst her bonds of slavery ! The 
vision of John McDonnell is a beautiful instance of 
this species of composition, and is also very curious in 
illustration of the fairy topography of Ireland. 

A few specimens, to prove our remarks upon the 
power of Irish verse, may not, perhaps, be unaccept- 
able to the reader. The following noble stanza is 
from a poem by Eo^an O'Rahilly, a poet of the last 
century, on a shipwreck which he witnessed on the 
coast of Kerry. The stanza and its translation are 
taken from O'Reilly's "Biography of Irish Writers:"— 



18 INTRODUCTION. 

4)ob 645t)46 m)\iv 1)4 ct^le lie 'D40|i-iir4*4ii 
^&ix> i)4TO)i)i)e ne P5[ii)e4'6 n4 54ot 3r4i|iT)6it), 
C4ob n4 loiijse 'r^ PiMoi)!) 4i|i ciiettt)-lr4r54'6, 
81)5 eiJe^t) vtycitt) 30 sninmol s^t) x>4|l fr4rc4ilt; ! 

The roaring flood resistless force display'd^ 
Each whurling blast the sweUing surges sway'd. 
The vessel burst — alas 1 the crew she bore 
Screamed in the deep, and sank to rise no more I 

Donough M'Namara, a Waterford poet of the 
last century, in his mock ^neid, thus describes the 
roar of the Stygian ferryman as penetrating the 
remotest boundaries of creation. 

4)0 16|5 re 34l|i tfr 4|i'o rt b6ice4d, 

le p*4in) 4 3ot4 T>o 6\i)veA'OA\i t)4. rp^[it4'6, 

4)0 dr4l4'6 41) 6|it5i)t)e 6 *r ^W lWoi)t) 36)11) 4ri 

He uttered an outcry and a roar — 

At the sound of his voice the heavens were shaken. 

All creation heard it, and hell rebellowed I 

The following incentive to battle is from the pen 
of Andrew Magrath, called the Mangaire Sugach, 
another Munster poet. 

S)i) 454)b 41) «-4i!) 43ttr 34b4i3 le 1)4 <i6)le, 
P|ie4b4)3 le fot)t) 43rr pl4i)i)C4)3 n)e)t-pijc, 
le4i)4)3 41) yopi 4ti '6[ie4ii) 4i) 6)t;i3, 
'S 1)4 l)-)oi)i)x;o)Je4'6 4ei) le T54t (f i)-3led ! 
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The hour batb come — unite your force ; 
Bush with ardour^ and strike the fat he-goats ; 
Follow up the assault on the perfidious race. 
And let none swerve in terror from the conflict 1 

In the Boat-hymn, one of the songs of the pre- 
sent ooUectiony the poet thus apostrophises a rock 
in Blacksod Bay. 

?l 4)40)lcii)t), 4 d|ton)-^|t|td|5 J4|ib 541) rs^* I 
Hill 41) i)r4'6-B4|ic-ro T^tihTA b|te4tt)Y;$ vo fitf 
Hi) ctjHjii) lc4t; *r a!) 3-cr4tHro 50 b-?AC4 vf" b4x> 
541) dot)C4%4||tt; tH)i)i)-b4|ttU5e4|t)U'6 tt)4it vAm ! 

O ! Dilion, tempest-beaten rock, all rough and dark 1 
Look forth, and see beneath me now this bounding 

bark, 
And say, if e'er thou boat beheld within this' bay. 
Wave-mounted, cleaving, confident, like mine to- 

dayl 

The wind agitating the waters of the Biver Pun- 
cheon is thus descHbed by one M'Aulifi^, a black- 
smith of Glanmire near Cork. I would beg of the 
classical reader to compare this line with that fre- 
quently quoted one in the first book of Homer^s 
Iliad. 

3l|OI)5-30t4d U|X>1|1 4 5-C4)t)0fl) 1)4 'O-tWI)!). 

Loud-clanging, forceful, wild-tossmg the waves. 
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The following instance from the song of Eadh 
monn an Chnoiff will shew how the consonant sounds 
are softened down by aspiration. 

jr brie4S 'surir 3Ur 'oo rale J 

Maid of the wredthed ringlets, beautiful, exceedingly 

fair, 
Blue and splendid are your eyes ! 

And again, in the same song as it is sung in the 
south of Ireland. 

7X dttitjAii) r4 re^Aiic tuid4tf)i^x>i)e r^^l 

V4 dojUtje 413 rpe4l4 T>rifidT;4, 

W4ti 4 bip4S4'6n)t5x>i)e b|ie4C 'ir lor) 4i|i 4 t)e4'D, 

?lt) ipM-b *3ur 41) poc 43 bt^tjie ; 

«li) x;6i)1i) ir biDDe 4)|i S6434)b 43 re)i))n), 

?in dtt4)dit) 4)n b4[iri 4i) f n-sum 

Jr 30 b]i4i5 T)1 t;)oc>54 41) b4r 4)|i 4[i i)-30)|ie, 
i( Ufi 1)4 co)Ue crb4ii*4 ! 

My hope, my love, we will proceed 

Into the woods, scattering the dews, 

Where we will behold the salmon, and the ousel in 

its nest, 
The deer and the roe-buck calling, 
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The sweetest bird on the branches wairbling, 
The cuckoo on the sumiiiit of the green hfll ; 
And death shall never approach us 
In the bosom of the fragrant wood I 

In the allegorical song, Rds geal Dubh, the poet's 
love for his unfortunate country, and his utter de- 
spair of its freedom, are thus expressed : — 

TJ4. 3114'* ^S^tf) 4n) I4|i 'bv^t; 16 bl|4S4|i) 4i)0|f , 
3|i4'* c|i4|T/e, 5|i4'6 c4rrf)4|i, 5|i4t) C|4p4f;4, 
'SM'o '0*^543 tf)6 3dr) rUitj-ce, 3dr) |il4t), 3^1) riY^t, 
Jr 30 btUt, bfUt, 34t) 401) t^lU 434n) 4)|i njo Kdr 
3e4l -Dttb ! 

My love sincere is centred here this year and more. 
Love, sadly vexing, love perplexing, love painful, 

sore. 
Love, whose rigour hath crush'd my vigour, thrice 

hopeless love, 
While fate doth sever me ever ever from Rds peal 

Dubh! 

In the song of "Beautiftil Deirdre," the fol- 
lowing will illustrate what has been already said of the 
power of the Irish in the use of synonymes. 

)X C4if)4|ir4d cldoi), 'r IT Ctl40b4d, CfUfj-fflldd, 
T}4ltt)e4lf)4d, •CCttT)46, T540r)-64r, T^40lf 4|t)C4d 

Ie4b4)|i-de4|i'c, tdob'64, rl40T)4d, rTi4*-l^b46 
21 b4d4U-)!0)l'C d40if)-Sl4r) Sctt34d t4x>-df tir4d. 
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Her ringlet-hair— 

Car¥e-arching, meandering, spreading, curl-quiverings 
Fascinating, stringlike^ pliant-wreathing, restless- 
swerving, 
Free-extending, inclining, abundant, thick-twining. 
Mildly-bright branchy, far-sweeping. 

The next is a proof of the exquisite feeling of the 
elegiac muse of our valleys. A lover is weeping 
over the grave of his betrothed. 

N^^in n '^Ji te 11)0 iljtj^cip 50 ti)-bjn)-re 4|ti ti)0 

Ie4b4, 
?llti -oo *tt4n)b4 r^'^t Bynj r)^Tie 6 oj-bde 50 itm-o- 

2I3 crp rior W> d|ittA'6tkiit), ir 43 cinmthjol 50 

XJAIIISIOI), 

Crt6 tt)0 d4|l1i) ciYJi) rtJii4n)4)A 'do lti4'643 l)on) i)4 
le4DBI 

When the folk of my household suppose I am sleep- 

ing> 
On your cold grave till morning the lone watch I'm 

keeping ; 
My grief to the night wind for the mild maid to 

render. 
Who was my betrothed since infancy tender I 

I shall conclude these quotations with this simile, 
taken from one of the songs in the present collec- 
tion : — 
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CboiJ4i|ic tt)6 43 veAtv drsAttj ) viie U|i 4t> 

2l)4|i ti6ilT?|oi) tjilx) 41) 5-ce(5! 

I saw her approach me along the mountain^ 
Like a star through a mist ! 

' I shall now introduce to the reader's notice some of 
the poets of thelast century, from whose writings many 
of the songs of this collection are taken. Some of 
these songs belong to an earlierperiod. B^ geal Dubh, 
for instance, is supposed to have been composed in the 
time of Queen Elizabeth ; but the names of the writers 
of some of the best in the collection are now unknown. 
In these songs, the historian or moral philosophy 
may trace the peculiar character of our people ; and from 
fragmented phrases and detached expressions, ascer- 
tain the *' form and pressure ^' of the times to which 
they belong, even as the geologist bears away frag- 
ments of old world wonders, whence to deduce a 
theory or establish a truth. He will trace the ardent 
temper and unbroken spirit of our people in these 
undefined aspirations for freedom — the allegorical 
poems ; their vehement and fiery love, chastened and 
subdued beneath the yoke of reason, by deep reli- 
gious feeling, in their pastoral songs; and in the 
elegiac strains he will trace the intense feelings that 
exist in the Irish heart, as the mourner pours his 
despair over the grave of departed beauty, or sighs, 
on the margm of a foreign shore, for one green spot 
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in his own loved island which he can never piore be- 
hold. 

These song writers are, doiibtless> the lineal de- 
scendants of the bards of preceding centuries. Their 
poems^ howeveri are not works of art ; thej are> with 
few exceptions, the efforts of untutored nature — the 
spontaneous produce of a rich poetic soil. But if 
these wild lyrics thrill with electric power to the 
heart, what must be the effect of the finished pro- 
ductions of that happier period when the chiefs of 
the land protected the craft of the minstrel ! 

Chief among these poets, as distinguished for his 
eixtensive learning and bardic powers, stands John Mac' 
JPflP"'^^V sumamed Claragh, a native of Charleville, 
in the county Cork. He was the cotemporary and 
fUend of John Toomey, a Limerick poet, cele- 
brated for his convivial temper and sparkling wit. 
The " Vision," of Mac Donnell, with some other 
aieces, come within the present collection. He was 
a violent Jacobite, and his poems are chiefly of that 
character. In his time, the poets held *' bardic ses- 
sions" at stated intervals, for the exercise of their ge- 
nius. The people of the districts bordering upon the 
town of Charleville yet retain curious traditions of 
these literary contests, in which the candidates for 
admission were obliged to furnish extempore proofs 
of poetical ability. O'Halloran, in his "Introduction 
to the History of Ireland," makes honourable mention 
of this gifted man^ and says that he was engaged in 
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writing a history of Ireland in the native tongue* 
Mac Donnell also made a proposal to some gentlemen 
of the county Clare to translate Homer's Iliad into 
Irish. ** From the specimen he gave/' says O'Hal- 
loran, "it would seem that this prince of poets 
would appear as respectable in a Gathelian as in a 
Greek dress." 

Mac Donnell died in 1754, and was interred near 
Gharleville. His friend and brother poet, John 
Toomeyi wrote his elegy^ which may be found in Mr. 
Hardiman's "Minstrelsy." 

Andrew Magrath, sumamed the Mangaire Sugach, 
from whose writings I have largely extracted, was a 
native of the county Limerick. He practisedi for a 
considerable time,, the business of a pedlar, or travel- 
ling merchant, an occupation that gave occasioa to 
the designation, Mangaire Sugach, which denotes the 
JoUy Merchant. His poems are very numerous, 
and greatly varied, being chiefly satirical, amatory, 
and political. This man possessed a genius of th^ 
highest order. His humorous pieces abound with 
the most delicate touches, for, as his occupation 
of pedlar led him into all grades of society, his 
discrimination of character was consequently very 
acute. His love songs are full of pathos, and, so far 
as I have been able to observe, entirely free from 
the taint of licentiousness. He, however, lived a 
vicious, sensual life, and by his irregularities in- 
curred the censures of the Roman Catholic priest- 
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hood. It was on occasion of his bebg refused ad«> 
mittance into the Protestant communion^ after his 
expulsion from the Catholic Church, that he wrote 
his '^ Lament/' where the portraiture of his strange 
distress leaves the reader at a loss whether to weep 
at his misfortune, or laugh at the ludicrous express 
sion of his sorrow. 

Owen O'Sullivan, usually named EoghanBuadh, 
or Owen the Bed, from the colour of his hair, was a 
native of the county Kerry. He lived at a somewhat 
later period than either Mac Donnell or Magrath, 
and was also, like Magrath, a vejy. eccentwo.eharac« 
JS^ 0*SulliTan sometimes followed the employmeni 
of an itinerant labourer, in which occupation he would 
make periodical excursions into the counties of Cork, 
Limerick, and Tipperary, during the reaping and 
potato-digging seasons. In the summer months, he 
would open a hedge school in the centre of a popu- 
lous district, where the boys of the surrounding 
hamlets, and the ^^poor scholars'' who usually fol- 
lowed in the wake of Owen's perambulations, were 
taught to render the Greek of Homer and the usual 
school range of Latin authors into Irish and English. 
I should observe that Owen the Red wrote and spoke 
the English tongue with considerable fluency. Many 
of his satires, written in that language, against the 
volunteers of '82, are yet preserved in the neighbour- 
hood of Churchtown and Charleville, in the county 
of Cork. 



INTRODtJCTION. 27 

LO'Sullivan's productions are satirical, elegiac^ 
amatory, and political. He is the favoarite poet 
of the Munster peasantrj, and their appreciation of 
the potato-digging bard does high credit to their 
critical discrimination. His strain ^as bold, Tigo- 
rous, passionate, and feeling ; his only fault being 
a redundancy of language to which he was led by the 
inclination of the Irish tongue, and his own yehcn 
mence of temper. He died in 1784. 

The followihg extract from the life of Owen 
(ySullivan, as I have given it in the '* Jacobite Re- 
liques," will furnish a glimpse of this unfortunate 
^nius ;— 

''There are doubtless many of my readers who 
now hear of Owen Koe O'Sullivan for the first time. 
To them, perhaps, it will be necessary to say, that 
Owen Roe was to Ireland what Robert Bums at a 
somewhat later day, was to Scotland — the glory and 
shame of his native land. I know no two cha- 
racters in my range of observation that so closely 
resemble each other as Bums and Owen Roe. The 
same poetical temperament — the same desire Of 
notoriety — ^the same ardent sighings for woman's 
love — the same embracing friendship for the human 
family — and the same fatal yearnings after " cheer- 
ful tankards foaming^'* alike distinguished the 
heaven-taught minstrels. Like Bums, Owen Roe 
first tuned his reed to the charms of nature and 
the joys of woman's love — ^like Bums, the irregu- 
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parity of his life obliged the clergymen of his per* 
suasion to denounce him; and^ like him, he lashed 
the priestly order without ruth or remorse^-r^like 
Bums^ he tried the pathetic^ the sublime, thei hu- 
morous, and like him succeeded in all. Nor does 
the parallel end here; they were both bom in an 
humble cottage ; . both toiled through life at the 
spade and plough ; and both fell, in the bloom of 
manhood, in the pride of intellect, the yictims of 
uncontrolled passion I'' 

^i William Heffemah, more usually called Uittiam 
JOallt or Blind William, a native of Shronehill, in 
ithe county Tipperary, was contemporary with Mac 
/ Donnell and Toomey, with whom he often tried his 
(poetic powers in the literary battles of the bardic 
- sessions. He was bom blind, and spent the greater 
part of his life, a poor houseless wanderer, subsist- 
ing upon the bounty of others. His pieces are poli- 
tical, elegiac, and amatory. The tenderness of his 
amatory muse is refined and sweet in the highest 
d^ee. His allegorical poem, Cliana of the Rock, 
says Mr. Hardiman, '* would in itself be sufficient 
to rescue his memory from oblirion,. and stamp him 
with the name of poet. The machinery of this ode 
has been a favourite form of composition with our 
later bards. They delighted in . decorating these 
visionary beings with all the charms of celestial 
beauty, and in this respect, our author appears to 
have been no mean proficient. His description is 
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heightened with all the glow and wannth of the 
richest oriental colouring, and the sentiments and 
language are every way worthy of the subject." 

His Caiilin ni UaUacMn and other pieces, in 
this collection^ will furnish a fair specimen of his 
abilities. 

Another poet of this century was Donough Roe 
M'Namara, a native of Waterford, who finding 
that the profits of his hedge school^ in which he 
taught Greek and Latin to the peasantry, were in-* 
adequate to his support, resolved to try his fortune 
as a labourer in Newfoundland. He embarked ; but 
on the second day of the voyage^ the vessel in which he 
sailed was chased back upon the Irish coast by a French 
privateer, and poor M'Namara once more took to the 
teaching trade. At the suggestion of a Mr. Power, 
he afterwards wrote a metrical account of his ad- 
venture. In this poem he. sets out with a description 
of his poverty — the manner in which the whole parish 
contributed to fit him out — the fiiscination of his 
landlady and her fair daughter, in Waterford — a 
storm at sea — sea-sickness of the passengers — a 
vision in which the queen of the fairies takes him 
to the realm of departed spirits, where he beholds 
the shades of Irish warriors, and hears strange po- 
litical revelations, &c. &c. This mock .^Sneid con- 
tains passages of extraordinary power, and rare 
flights of humour. M'Namara also produced many 
political and amatory songs. 
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The foregoing are the writers from whose works 
I have chosen some of the pieces in this collection. 
Contemporary poets, of whose poems I have not 
availed myself, are Eogan O'Rahilley, a native of 
Kerry, a man of learning and great natural abilities. 
The peasantry of the bordering counties of Cork« 
Limerick, and Kerry, yet recite his poems, and che- 
rish the memory of his caustic wit and exquisite 
humour. 0*Halloran makes honourable mention 
of this poet. Denis and Connor O'Sullivan, bro- 
thers, authors of many excellent, political, and ama- 
tory songs were also natives of Kerry. In the 
same district, at a somewhat later period, lived 
Fineen O'Scannell, a man of high poetical merit, 
the author of many poems. Edmund Wall was also 
a satirical poet of much celebrity in the county of 
Cork. 

The Reverend William English, a friar of the 
city of Cork, was a poet, highly facetious and sa- 
tirical. Timothy 0*Sullivan usually named Teige 
Oaelach, a native of the county Waterford, was 
also a poet of great celebrity. His works are nu- 
merous, consisting of odes, elegies, political songs, 
and pastorals. His elegy on the death of Denis 
McCarthy, of Ballea, in the county Cork, is a beauti- 
frd specimen of this species of composition. In early 
life his conduct was very irregular, and many of 
hb poems licentious ; but in after time he became 
sincerely penitent, and devoted his talents to the 
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composition of sacred poems and hymns/ many of 
which have heen collected and published under the 
title of "Timothy O'Sullivan's Pious Miscellany/' 

In this passing view of the writers of the last cen- 
tury^ I have confined myself to those of the south of ' 
Ireland alone. Even many of these I must pass 
over in silence, and shall close with some account of 
John CollinSi whose genius and learning eminently 
qualify him to stand among the first of modem writ- 
ers in Ireland. Collins taught school at Skibbereen^ 
in the county Gorki where he died, in 1816. His 
poems are held in high estimation ; his best produc- 
tion, or perhaps the best in the modem Irish, being 
his poem on "Timoleague Abbey.*' Collins has 
given an Irish translation of Campbell's "Exile of 
Eriui" which admirably proves, if proof were neces- 
sary, the power of the Irish language. None will 
pronounce this translation in any instance inferior to 
the celebrated original, while, in many passages, the 
Irish version rises far superior in harmony of num- 
bers and feeling of expression ! 

In conclusion, I beg leave to say a word or two 
respecting the songs of this collection. I have ad- 
mitted nothing among them calculated, in a moral or 
political point of view, to give offence. I have also 
been careful to avoid that error which I already cen- 
sured in others — ^namely, the fault of not suiting the 
measure of the translation to the exact song-tune of 
the original. The Irish scholar will perceive that I 
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have embodied the meanmg luid spirit of each Irish 
9tanza within the compass of the same number of 
lines^ each for each ; and that I have also preserved^ 
in many of the songs, the c^esur^ and demi-caesural 
rhymes, the use of which produces such harmonious 
effect in Irish verse. I offer these songs to the pub- 
Uc as evidence of the poetic spirit of our people. To 
the reader who cannot peruse the original, I have to 
say, that the English versions are faithful, and, in 
most instances, perfectly literal transcripts of the 
Irish ; and that our hills and valleys, and milking 
bawns, and every cottager's fireside, are vocal with 
hundreds of songs, which want but the aid of a poet, 
lliimself one of the people, speaking their tougue, and 
familiar with its idioms, to recommend them to public 
notice in an English dress. 

Itisfitto state that I hai^ecopied intp this little work 
some of the songs which Mr. Ilardiman has left un- 
translated in the '* Minstrelsy," and also that I have 
selected from manuscripts some songs which I sub- 
sequently found had been already used by Mr. Hardi- 
man. Some of my versions, however, are different 
from his. 

In consequence of the neglected state of the Irish 
language during the last two centuries, considerable 
irregularity has arisen among writers in the use of 
its orthography. This will be apparent to any one who 
considers what the fate of a language must be, which, 
ceasing to be the vehicle of learned instruction, de- 
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scends to the use of men unskilled in the rules of 
composition, and ignorant even of the modes of inflect- 
ing nouns, or conjugating verbs. The songs of this 
collection, I am proud to say, are as free as possible 
from grammatical error, Mr. Owen Gonnellan, Irish 
Historiographer to their late Majesties, George IV., 
and William IV., translator of the '* Annals of the 
Four Masters,*', and author of a " Grammar of the 
Irish Language,*' etc., having kindly undertaken to 
read the Irish throughout, and to correct every ap- 
parent error of the text. 

E. WALSH. 

DuBLCf, January f 1847. 
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scuajKjN wa w-B^ciaii w-BFeas pej*. 



^411) 1)4 |lfl:rte4 '1)4 re4r4'6 4))l 41) 4Ct>4|l, 

^t) 3|i|4r) 4'r 411 3e4l4d t)4 lt)'6e, 
T:)4 41) t^mse^ «Ti4i3'ce 541) b|i40i), 

'S tii'l |i6)fii 43 41) e4l4 tii4|i bj<y6 ; 
C4 41) dr4ldjii, 4 fii-b4|i|i4'64|b 1)4 r)-36r3, 

4)*4 r1o|i-li4'6 5r|i 64l4)3 f) ^^mn, 
?l r'cf4iii1i) 1)4 ni-b4d4U fii-b[ie43 fifej-b 

4>'t43 6irie T40j t^'otiinn C[ir4i'6! 

II. 

t^nl il1'6 x>0 d1'6lfil t^n^r 41) t)-3|i4'6, 

at) pe4C4^, 41) b4r, 4'r 4t) PI411, 

a3rr m'jti'cm x>a mnn, 346 u '641?), 

W4)3tic 3rri dri4'6 f) Ic C)46— 
a Tt)4)3'De4i), x>o Tt))ll Tjf 4'n) I4|i n)6, 
2l3rr til* mpI'De d'ti) I4)rt) df34t3r4 ti-Mm 

9X10 ici3C4r 6 1)4 r4l3io'D4)bri 4'fii Um 

'S 30 b-154341'6 vr 1)4 3n4r4 d 4)1)14 ! 
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THE MAID OF THE FINE FLOWING HAIR, 



The sun hatli gone down in the sky. 

The stars cease their heavenly way, 
The tides of the ocean are dry, 

The swan on the lake hath no sway ; 
The cuckoo but adds to our care, 

Who sings from his green, leafy throne. 
How the maid of the fine, flowing hair 

Left Erin in sadness to moan I 

II. 

Three evils accompany love. 

These evils are Sin, Death and Pain— ^ 
And well doth each passing hour prove 

Thou'st woven around me their chain 1 
Oh, maiden that woundedst me sore, 

Receive this petition from me. 
And heal my fierce pain, I implore. 

So God yield his mercy to thee ! 
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III. 



*S 1)4 ce)le4U4)i 1)4 cc6)|ire4<i nA c)4|i|i ; 
)r 'oe4ltW)'6e 1 *i)4 4t) t^firii t;ii6r 4d i)-X))if(*t;, 
'S IT 15lo|i-'T5e4r 34d 4lx; 4i)i) 4 cll4b ; 

TjA plob l!)4[l 41) C4l4 A)\i 4t) CCjUlJ, 

•S x>6)i lioti) 5r|i b|ie4S4 1 t)4't) SnMi) ; 
'S 6 11)0 drft)4)^ S^|i ^•Kli W3 ti)6 '6) 3ti4'6, 
'S 30 ii)-f e4|iri l)on) i)4<i b-ipejcf )i)i) 1 ril4tt) ! 



casat) ?IN c-susajN. 



W4C 6 41) C4t n)4|ib d4r 41)1) t)4 l)-4iT;cn 11)6, 
•S 4 \)4x6v C4)l1i) x>e4r 'DO t^S^m n)0 '*l4iS ; 
C4D)C ii)e r«e4d 'r ^^ ^er4d \uib 5[i4'6 3e4l ii)o 

dl6)b, 
'S dnn 41) d4)lle46 4ii)4d 4)|i d4r4X) 41) c-rii34)i) 

11)61 



* Tbis is said to be the original song oompoeed to that delight- 
ful tune, '* the Twisting of tlie Rope." Tradition thus spealu of 
its origin. A Gonnaught liarper having onoe put up at the resi- 
dence of a rich fiirmer, began to pay such attentions to the young 
woman of the house, as greatly displeased her mother, who in- 
stantly concdyed a plan for the summary ejectment of the min- 
strel. She provided some hay, and requested the harper to twist 
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III. 

Her voice doth the viol surpassi 

Or blackbird's sweet notes on the tree. 
More radiant than dew-sprinkled grass, 

In figure and feature she be : 
Her neck like the swan's on the wave. 

Her eye hath a light like the sun ; 
And oh, that my lost heart I gave, 

Or saw her who left me undone 1 



THE TWISTING OF THE ROPE. 



What mortal conflict drove me here to roam. 
Though many a maid I've left behind at home ; 
Forth from the house where dwelt my heart's dear 

hope, 
I was turned by the hag at the twisting of the rope! 



the rope which she set ahont making. As the wqik progressed and 
the rope lengthened, the harper, of coarse, retired backward, till he 
went beyond the door of the dweUing, when the crafty matron 
suddenly shut the door in his foce, and then threw his harp out at 
the window. The version song in the south of Irdand has some 
additional stanzas, but I give the song as it is fbund in Hardiman's 
" Mbstrelsy," vol. L, where it is left untranslated. 
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II* 

W4 bi-DeAi)!) wr \jon), hyt l|oti) vo ld4't 'o*o)'6ie ; 
204 bi'6e4ni) tnr lionj, bi-b Ijoii) dr coil)4]|i 41) 

'c-r40S4il ; 
^4 b)'6e4T)i) tnr lioti), byt \)on\ 546 difoUd 4T)t) x>o 

c|io1'6e; 
'S 6 11)4 lert) i)4d lK>n) T^uittjdiK tf ii)4ti ii)r)40j ! 

III. 

?lr rlor 4 Sl)5e4d dtjii ti)6 edlrr 4m njo sM'^S;, 
^r r^4r 4 ii-34iU)b x>'di ti)6 I6i mo t4)t; ; 

4>4ti b[i)3 n)0 b4r4 n)rt)4 l^jspj-b '64il)r4 ft)4fi 4 
T;4|fi) 

4)64i)ip4i^ 11)6 cie4r 4 b4]n|!e4r ri>*^4i 4r t)4 

n)r)4)b ! 



r2i)Nea4) seat aw tae. 



lU)4|X))t) tijOd X>0 34b4r 4tl)4C 

?l)|i b|ir4d lod4 I6)t),* 

2I1) r4tt)tl4f) 43 T»46'0, 'r411 d|l40b |ie 11*4)n 

'3>*r lot)!)!^* cot d*!) t)-3ti6jr)> 
2l))i t34ir'oiol '6411) t^e b4ili3e-pt5|ic, 

•3rr b4t)T54'6 tijjt)e, tiftj'o, 
C]4 Sc4b4)D le'tij 4)r 4d crj\)ot} 'oeAT, 

le T4it)e4t) 3e4l 4t) Ue. 

* Loeha Xetn, XocA Lene, the Lake of Killamey, in Kerry, 
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II. 



If thou be mine, be mine both day and night» 
If thou be mine, be mine in all men's sights 
If thou be mine, be mine o'er all beside — 
And oh, that thou wert now my wedded bride ! 



III. 



In Sligo first I did my love behold. 
In Galway town I spent with her kny gold — 
But by this hand, if thus they me pursue, 
I'll teach these dames to dance a measure new ! 



THE DAWNING OF THE DAT. 

I. 

At early dawn I once had been 

Where Lene's blue waters flow, 
When summer bid the groves be green, 

The lamp of light to glow — 
As on by bower, and town, and tower. 

And wide-spread fields I stray, 
I meet a maid in the greenwood shade, 

At the dawning of the day. 
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II. 

^dt; yoXn tioi)1| dii'bA rlof 50 ipj(U>ii 

?i3T4r5ob4riii4i)t6)ii; 

Bit) C4U1) c|it)x>T;e 4ice 'i)4 3l^]C, 
^ 'S 4111 't\i)Hv b4 'T5e4r 4 rs^jrt), 
Cr3 b4|i|i-3e4f) d bct)rt '^C4r, 
le f 4ji|e4'6 5e4l 4i| Ue I 

III. 
S\fo 41) b|iijT)e4d rior le^fi) 4ir 

«im binur^ sUr Wi) brrern 

?l ii)434't5 I61 blor x>4 tl)i5'6c4if) 30 p|ur 

00411 11)1140) T)4d r3<iri|!4|j) 1*1 

a x>rb4)|it; r1 1)01!) 1)4 b|i)r ti)o cl)f 
S340)l 11)6 4)11 r)^b4l, 4 |l6)C, 

S)i) )4x> 4 i)-x>e4r ^^ ro)Ure 43 t3e4dT) 
le f 4)t)c^'6 se^^l 4t) Ue I 



BeoiN 4>UB «iN steawwa. 



a b|!4C4'6 nn l)d 41) ccf 4I4 cf 
ai) rt;r4)tie x>ob' 4)lle 31)40), 
a' i)-3le4i)t;4 x>rb4, *r ti)64i)i) r4)3i))or, 

341) n*4)!l)1))0r X>0 Id t)4 X)'0)'6d* — 

B6)iii) C40)i) 41) 'c-rt*4i)-rio)r3 

4>o br4)[i 11)6 'r 'oo b|ied'64)S n)0 dfio)'6e ; 
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It. 

Her feet and beauteous head were bare. 

No mantle fair she wore, , 

But down her waist fell golden hair 

That swept the tall grass o'er ; 
With mUkiug-pail she sought the vale. 

And bright her charms' display. 
Outshining far the morning star. 

At the dawning of the day I 

III. 

Beside me sat that ftiaid divine. 

Where grassy banks outspread— 
*' Oh, let me call thee ever mine. 

Dear maid," I sportive said. 
" False man, for shame, why bring me blame 

She cried, and burst away — 
Tlie sun's first light pursued her flight, 

At the dawning of the day I 



ff» 



THE DARK MAID OF THE VALLEY. 

I. 

Oh, have you seen my fair one, 
The brightest maid of beauty's train. 

Who left me thus deploring. 
In deep, dark vales, my love-sick pain — 

That mild-ey'd, sweet-tongu'd maiden. 
Who left a wounded heart to me, 
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Wo be4T)i94dt; ip6iD 50 br4i) I61, 

34 x>v) 41) ccr4i) f X) b6 4|t; 4* iij-br6 1 

II. 

9iv^ r6 r3i*iobt4 4 b-ptiioi)n«4 

4)0 dofi) rwt)3 *r 'DO rt)4l4 d4el, 
Jr "00 b6|l1r) twnjuj-b ^540) p^ 

N4 r40)lTS|i)i) x>o '664i)|!4'6 b|i645; 
4)0 driob 4r SJle tijlije 

J01)n4 41) rl0X)4 'r ^4 ClUll) 1)4 1)-64T), 

^r br4ritJ4 ctUi-btje bjn)-re 
Nr4))i rn)40|i))fi) 4iti r341if)t)i) 16)1 

III. 

?li) r4ifi '6e4tiC4r 1, x>o *6)5 ii)6, 

tc 36r[i te4Ttc x>4 3t)40) 't x>4 'n)tf> 
a n))0i)4 ciod4 3l63e4l, 

21 x>64T) x>e4r, 'r^ x>Uo)*-tolt! 6)yi ; 
B4 3)le 4 T)|ie4d 1)4 4)6)}ix>nc* 

Cii)i UodfW)* 1)4 5D)'6e 4iri fed*, 
*S 1)4 Bl4i)4x> ii)1i) 1)4 5-cl4eD-|ior3, 

le 411 TJfuioiU'b 1)4 ii)11t;c ^cdi).t 

* It is said that Deirdre was confined, from the period of her 
birth, in a fort or tower, by Connor, King of Ulster, because a 
4raid had foretold she would cause great calamity in the kingdom. 
When she grew up to womanhood, Naois, with his two brothers, 
bore off the beautiful captive to Scothmd, when the king of that 
countiy, smitten by the fatal charms of the lady, formed a plan to 
destroy her lover. They wore thus forced to flee from Scotland, 
and Connor, hearing of their distress, aUured them over to IreUind, 
by promises of pardon, where the three brothers were sUin by his 
order. For this deed of perfidy, Connor, abandoned by his nobles, 
saw Ulster ravaged from shore to shore, and bathed in the blood 
of its bravest warriors ! See KeaUng's " Ireland,'* Haliday's edi- 
tion, page B71. 
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My blessbg I bequeath her> 
Where'er the gentle maiden be! 

II. 
Rare artists have engraven 

Uer slender waist^ her beauteous brow. 
Her lip with sweetness laden. 

That once I thought would truth avow ; 
Her hand than down far fairer. 

More sleek than silk from India's shore ; 
And oh 1 in grief I'm pining, 

To think I've lost her evermore I 

III 
With love my heart was glowing, 

When first I spied the lovely fair. 
With breast of snowy fairness. 

And white teeth, and golden hair- 
She shone more bright than Deirdre, 

The curse of Meathean chiefs of pride. 
Or mild-ey'd beauteous Blanit, 

By whom a thousand heroes died ! 

t Blanit was danghter of the king of the Isle of Man. When 
the Bed Branch Knights plundered that island, this lad7, who, it 
is said, surpassed in beauty all the women of her time^ was ad- 
judged to Coraigh Mac Dabu CuchuUin claimed her as Us prizes 
but he was overcome by Coraigh, in single combat Some time 
after, GuchulUn with a large body of men, attacked and slew 
Guralgh in his pakce. Blanit then departed with CuchuUin into 
Ulster. Thither did the bard of Curaigh follow her; and one 
day finding Connor, CuchuUin, and Blanit at the pronumtoiy of 
Ceann Beara, he instantly clasped her within his arms, as she 
stood on the edge of a steep rock, and flinging himself down- 
ward, they were both instantly dashed to pieces I — See Keathig's 
"History of Ireland,*' Haliday*s edition, page 406; and also^ 
** Thmsactioos of the QaeUc Sodety.** 
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91 pif )i 1)4 tihb4t), 1)4 vriirs ti)6 

2ll|i b4et;Ud le r4ir)t; x>4 r«^n» 
3^1) dl)f , 341) tl)e4r, 34T) B64r4, 
2ld'able4'64]i46c )r b|in'6e4f) )r Sle^^^ ; 

)X bl8 X)0 tll)l)f)l)1) X>|l64dC4 

Bfie4S4 3Aor6e)l3e 'bt^c o)*de 4i) t^$ti)4|)t» 
'S 'oo rsnIobpijDi) ^04111 D4 1F6)DDe, 
30 I6)|i-de4)ic, *r ^^ tt)1le4ii ti)d|i ! 



I. 

14 T>4 1Ub4r 4))t t40b 41) $le41)1)4| 

'S 11)6 43 re<5l4'6 1)4 i)-3Ati)4D T4'r) b|j4r4d, 
C4r4'6 0|in) rp6i|i-bc4i) Tt)40fi^4, ii)4)re4ii)ir;U 

Cif]i), twiir, b4t)4tl)4]l, r)4)rie46; 
*>'tl4>5ri4)3e4r T^H 'ooi) rv6)ti-be4i) d4)lce, 

a x)-x;)ocip4'6 re4l 4ti) p4iiit;l3C4dx>, 
*S 16 f 4ii)e4t) 41) Ue be4'6 'ii) 41140^ 10t)4|i re4r4rt) 

2I3 re^JU-b 1)4 r)-34tl)i)4'6 f 4'i) b-f 4r4d ! 
II. 
8lt;4 c|UT)i) crb4iiTJ4 4 Itjb t)4 co)lle, 

^S cISioti) 4ruoi) 30 14 r40|, 
B6)'6 ccdl t)4 i)6ri) x>4ti 3-crti dm) C()T>l4, 

'S T)i5lle )r tM)[i4'6 4 T^r 4||i : 
*1 rp6)ti-be4i) tt)0'64tt)i5l 1)4 bloib ojic fi)4i|i3, 

*S 6 dle4dx>4fi)4|i '1) 4ti pp4irx>)'6c ; 
'S 43 )n)tJe4dT) r4)fi) f 6|i) xji^t; 4i[i n)4)x>)T), 

3e4b4)ti V^Z 4r b4|i[i4 n)o I4tl) r4)fi) !* 

* The literal meaning of this line is; ''you will receive a 
kiss from me from out of the top of mj hand." It shews that 
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IV. 

Fair flower of maids, resign not 

My faithful heart for senseless boor, 
Who rich in worldly treasure, 

In all my glorious gifts is poor — 
I who, in Autumn erening^ 

Can bid the Gaelic song resound. 
Or sing the olden glory 

Of Fenian chiefs and kings renown'd ! 



LEADING THE CALVES. 
I. 

One evening mild, in summer weather. 

My calves in the wild wood tending, 
I saw a maid, in whom together. 

All beauty's charms were blending — 
" Permit our flocks to mix,'* I said, 

" 'Tis what a maiden mild would. 
And when the shades of night are fled, 

We^U lead our calves from the wild wood." 

II. 

" There grows a tree in the wild wood's breast. 

We'll stay till morn beneath it. 
Where songs of birds invite to rest, 

And leaves and flowers enwreath it- 
Mild, modest maid^ 'tis not amiss ; 

'Twas thus we met in childhood ; 
To thee at mom my hand I'll kiss, 

And lead the calves through the tnld wood !" 

the cnstom of kissiog hands in salutation, has prevailed among 
the Irish peasantry. 
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III. 



2l5 redU* n4 xhS^^V^ 'o't45 w)^ '^ b4ile, 

'S ce4i)D 1)1 b|!4S4X) 50 U ^loiy> 
at^ fi)'Atwiri 541) d6iU 411) -bKiS r4i) ii)-b4|le, 

2l'r n)0 ii)4t;4)|t1t) br4'^lit!4 cti4]T;e 5 

5C4b4ll) CC4P r40|l d tl)40|l 1)4 co|Ue, 

TPcr|i T)0 t4b4||ic 30 U -6(5)6, 
•S le t!4)De4'6 'i) Ue b64t^ 'ti) 4iuot) 'i)4ri re4r4ft), 
^5 redU'o T)4 i)-54ti)i)4 t4'i) b-Y4r4d. 



COBWaC 03- 



TfAro 1)4 co)iii) 43 n^sn^'b, 'r 4d r^rfjiwb 45 

t;e4dt^ 
•S 41) bU* 43 bti)re4'6 t3|i6 ri)rll4d i)4 3-c|i4i)i) 

4tl)4d, 

ajli TOIDI) «4'i) b)ol4ti 30 t;|i)op4ll4d, 3lni)e4d, 

3Ur, 
'S t)4 coiicd54 43 r)le:4t) le l)-)0ii)4'o x>e r^'6 1)4 

fi)-be4(^9 

II. 

)r )on)'64 t;oii*4 4'r n)wr 4ni 41) 3-co)U TO r^4r> 
^'r d)5-bc4i) ii)4)re4d de4ttt/ 41) c-re4i)3-d0)|ip 

rr4)ric, 

Cero bd b4)i)i)e, C4p4U 3noJT*)e, Vf ^4)i), 
Ca)r l40)* 1)4 ii)-biie4C, fi)o d|ie4<i ti)6 4)ri '6)b)[iT; 
r4)t3 ! 

* The river Lee, whkh rises at Qotigan Barra, and dividing as 



IRISH POPULAR SONGB. 49 

III. 

"With calves I sought the pastures wild ; 
They've stra/d heyqnd my keeping — 
At home my father calls his child. 

And my dear mother's weeping — 
The forester, if here they stray, 

Perhaps, in friendship mild, would 
Permit our stay till the dawn of day. 
When we'll lead our calves from the wild 
wood." 



CORMAC OGE. 



The pigeons coo— the spring's approaching now. 
The bloom is bursting on the leafy bough ; 
The cresses green o'er streams are clustering low. 
And honey-hives with sweets abundant flow. 

II. 

Rich are the fruits the hazly woods display — 
A slender virgin, virtuous, fair, and gay; 
With steeds and sheep, of kine a many score. 
By trout-stor'd Lee whose banks we'll see no morel 

it approaches Cork, washes that dty on its north and south 
sides, and, again uniting, forms that beantiful estuary, the har- 
bour of Cork. Spenser speaks of 

" The wraadlng Lm tluit, Uke an Idand t»h, 
Eaelowth Cork with hif dlTldod flood.** 

D 



50 IRISH POPULAR SONGS. 

in. 

t^ij-o 1)4 Ih^ii) 45 T)64i|4'6 3tt*4 45ur ced)l, 
C4]X) t)4 UoiS 43 56ifi)i|e4'6 50 cfienj drii) rod4||i 

i|4 tij-bd ; 
^41*0 T)4 b-6ir5 A3 |ierb4'6 cojijiArd 4i|i 41) b-pedfi, 

2ir ti))ri T^i^ A*^ 401)4)1 4'r Co|ifi)4c (Js! 



»)B B21BB Wl 3-CNOC 'S ?IN )^t)e 3-Ce)N. 
Se4^i) ^t)4C 4)oti)i)4)lU cct;. 
I. 
Se4l x>o bjor4 4n) tl)4)ST))0i) r6)H), 
)r 4i)0)r 41!) b4)i)T;|iC46 d4)t;e T;|i6)t ; 
TS4 11)0 t6}\e 4 C|ie4b4'6 i)4 -D-t/Ot)!) 30 t3[i44r), 
4)0 b4|i|i 1)4 3-ci)OC 'r AT) )n)e 3-c6)i), 

•S6 11)0 tioS4 6 'DO to^x 'oo'fi) T^^)* 
)r n)4)t 41) 'DOri)t|t) 30 x>-t;4b4ii|!iiT)5 6, 
^ip rot) 4 be)t 4||i bdiix) 4 lot)3 341) b4034l, 
4>o b4|i)i 1)4 3-cr)0c 'r 4t) )n)e 3-c6)i) ! 

II. 

)r 30 b-|!e)ce4'or4 41) 14» 4 r^n ii)o dl6)b, 
*U)-b6)^ 1)4 clt53 x)4 Ii)-btt4ll4'6, ir 1)4 'D|irfi)4)te 

'04i6)r, 

4>0 34U ^0tl)p4 43 34b4|l 34d 411311)01)) tl^lTD, 

4>o b4[i|i 1)4 3-ci)oc 'r 4>) in)C^ 3-c6)i) ! 
'S6 n)o 11054 6 DO t;oS4r, 7C. 7c. 

* This song is said to be the first Jacobite eflbrt attempted by 
H^DonnelL If this be so, the prince whose exile he deplores U 
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III. 



The little birds pour music's sweetest notes. 
The calves for milk distend their bleating throats ; 
Above the weirs the silver salmon leap. 
While Cormac Oge and I all lonely weep 1 



OVER THE HILLS AND FAR AWAY. 



Once I bloom*d a maiden young, 
A widow's woe now moves my tongue ; 
My true love's barque ploughs ocean's spray» 
Over the hills and far away. 

CHORUS. 

Oh 1 had I worlds/ I'd yield them now. 
To place me on his tall barque's prow. 
Who was my choice through childhood's day. 
Over the hills and far away ! 

II. 

Oh 1 may we yet our lov'd one meet. 
With joy-bells' chime and wild drums' beat ; 
While summoning war-trump sounds dismay. 
Over the hills and far away I 
Oh I had I worlds, &c. &c. 

.Tnme9, the son of the deposed monarch, James II., in whose favour 
the Scotch revolted fai the year 1715. 
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III. 

)r 50 b-fCice4'or4 cottdit) 4i|i n5d|i ti)0 dl^b, 
4)0 tds^'b ced 45ttr biidt) x>o jf40'64il^ 
3^6 BJ5 4x;44i)r4 x>ot))4t) x>4tf)6i'o 
^5 filjUdx; Tbd le cori)t)4'6 4D6. 
Ci5|i T4. 
'S6 tijo 110^4 6 X)0 TOS4r 7C. 7C. 

IV. 

Sli^'b tijo 6tioi'6ere*4t) Piilot)t)r 4t) R6x, 
S6 ri^ -^i^ t^64l'C4 S!)l'6e4i) 'OY)!)!) x;e4r, 
3r|i bi?)i)c lioft) 1)4 cedl t)4 i)-^At)> 
4>o b4iiii 1)4 3-ci)0c 'r At) iii)c 5-c6i!), 
C1511 f4. 
•S6 11)0 |U)S4 6 'DO toi^Xt 7C. 7C. 



Si55fe4'D rlor 4Hid!)oc 30 l)-4|i'o, 
7r 5e4t)4'D'd Homer cleix;e 4ti) L4ifi)» 
W4 3eib|ti) tiOil 30 r31i1ob4X) ti)o t4|x;, 

^m $i)lort)4ti*4 r^iixj n fl)4i* ii)o sii4'd. 

Cy|11 f4. 

S6 11)0 11034 6 x>o *ob4r 'DOft) |j6)t), 

Jr 11)41* 4?) X>0rt)1(5l) 30 X>-C4b4tl|ni51)1) 6, 

Crn) 4 bei* 4i|i bdpx) 4 loi)3 341) b40S4l, 
4>o b4|i|i 1)4 3-ci)0C 'r 41) 111)6 3-C6111 1 
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III* 



Oh I that mj hero had his throne,' 
That Erin's cloud of care were flown. 
That proudest prince would own his sway. 
Over the hills and far away ! 
Oh 1 had I worlds, &c. &c. 

IV. 

My bosom* s lore, that prince afar. 
Our king, our joy, our orient star ; 
More sweet his Toice than wild bird's lay. 
Over the hills and far away I 
Oh I had I worlds, ftc. &c. 



A high, green hill I'll quickly climb. 
And tune my harp to song sublime. 
And chant his praise the lire-long day, 
Orer the hills and far away ! 

CHORUS. 

Oh I had I worlds, I'd yield them now. 
To place me on his tall barque's prow. 
Who was my choice through childhood's day, 
Orer the hills and far away 1 
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I. 

21 ti).bd|lc 1)4 b-wet rH|t» 
a tUi ti)o St^'6 le blM'b^ii), 
Jr 4)li)e 1 '1)4 5til4i) 41) n-r^i^M— 
'S 30 b-|!4r4i)?) ii))l '1)4 '0)4|'6, 

^m V0113 4 cor TAi) T;-riiAb, 

4)4 fr4||ic 41) r4in twn^r t)4 S4rt)i)4^ 

<D0 3e4b411)1) 341) rx;4'D 1l)0 d|4ll, 
4)4 l)-34b4|1)n 1 4tl) IJOI), 

^r <it5PWt)i)re 41) b|idi)-ro '6)ot^ 341) br4i'6iie4t>. 
21)11 d6rt)4Jiilc jir34'6 ni4rt) 

Nj pdrf4'0 4dTJ 11)0 lt)141), 

S) ^Onn^li) 1)4 3n^4)3e b4)t)e. 

II. 

2I3 4D|io)de4X) 1)4 l)-4)bi)e i!)d)|ict 

Coi)4)ttce4r 11)0 TtJiJtud, 
2l)i)i)t)ii '6e4r 1)4 i)-dii-tolx; b-f 4)i)i)C46, 

'S 30 ii)-b4 rt)llre 30 H'04 4 pd3, 

N4 ii))l Y 1)4 n^ctu'b 4)|i bdfi'o, 
S 1)4 'oe43-bl4r roS^ll tIoi) Sp4)i)i)e4d. 

21 ^04 dlod dotiM ctini)i)f 

B4i), 1l))l)r^ crii)|u b|lc4S^ 

* This beauUfol song is preserved in Hardinum's " Biinstrelsx,'* 
vol. ]., but is left there untranslated. 

f literally, the Town of the /Waiui— Ballinahinch, in the 
county of Galway, where was founded, in 1866, a monastery of 
Carmelite friars. On a small island in the lake of Ballinahinch, 
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BELOVED OF THE FLAXEN TRESSES. 



At the Town of the Isle^ mj dear 

Abides this long, long year. 
Than the summer sun more brightly shining; 

Where'er her footsteps go. 

Fair honey-flowers will grow. 
Even though 'twere winter's dark declining ! 

If to my net she sped, 

'Twould ease my heart and head. 
Where cruel love his burning brand impresses ; 

For all that living be, 

I'll choose no mate but thee. 
Beloved of the flaxen tresses I 

II. 

At the bridge of the Avonmore, 

I saw my bosom's store. 
The maiden of the ringlets yellow — 

More sweet her kisses be 

Than honey from the tree. 
Or festive Spanish wine, of flavour mellow ! 

Her bosom, globes of white. 

Sweet, fragrant, perfect, bright, 

are the rains of a castle erected in the time of Elizabeth. A river 
rans tnoL the lake into Roondstone Bay. 

X The Owenmore, a river of the ooontj Mayo^ flowing into 
Blacksod Bay. 
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•S 50 i)-5omeAnt) Ai) er46 546 4ti), 
St Uft 41) ieiriJttY'b t4lU 
S4 fiHb4ite ti)-bi'6c4t)t) ti)0 Sti4'6 X)'4 b|i6454'6. 

III. 
4)4 b-f 4S4it)i)-r© ti)0 11054 
4De fi)i)4ib 1^4X4 4?) 'D0ri)4it), 
9isxX T4S4|ti) OTtTttki 11054)1) t4rc4, 

*S ri6)|i, ti)4|i 4 'oe)ii i)A le4b4)Tt, 

X34'1) 6|l46b 4)C) dr 45-C)01)t), 

•S c4)'o 1)4 cettx>tw fe4|i 50 'o&b^t 4 i)-5[i4'6 \6i 

•S 6 tArt)4)l-teo x>o fi)ot4'6 

te)r 4^ 5-c6ro )i1S SoUrt), 
'S )r 4)C) ro t54 41) tiorc )r 4)li)e ; 

H^i-biSn ii)0'6od4ii, 

'3ttrr4C|iii)6ob4r ob4i)i), 

^ ^1W)1t) D45rif4)5eb4)De. 



aN BOS seat ^ubi).* 
I. 

)f f 4*04 41) ii6)ft) x)0 tr5 ii)e |j6)1) 

0'i)'d6 50 i))tt, 
ai))on)4ll rl^lb 4n)n$> 50 1)-)i)e4liM, 64'Disrton)9 

^4it4b'eol4dl)dn)> 

* R6a geal dubh^ the whUe-tkinned, hlack-haired Rote^ is one 
of those allegorical, political songs, so common in Ireland. The 
poet sings of his country under the sfanilitude of a distressed mai- 
den, to whom he is ardently attached. In the allusions to the pope 
and clergy, ve behold the hopes of obtaining assistance from the 
Catholic powers of Eijurope. The condnding stanza Tividly shews 
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Like drifted snow the monntain's breast that presides — 

The cuckoo's notes resound. 

In winter, where thou'rt found. 
Beloved of the flaxen tresses I 

III. 

Oh ! if the boon were mine. 

From beauty's ranks divine. 
To choose for aye the fairest maiden, 

'Twere her to whom sweet kys 

Consign the palm of praise. 
For whom a thousand hearts with love are laden. 

Such maid did once inspire 

The Hebrew monarch's lyre ; 
But, oh ! thine eye more dignity expresses — 

Relieve my woe, I crave ; 

Oh ! snatch me from the grave. 
Beloved of the flaxen tresses ! 



ROS GAL DUBH. 

I. 

A long, long way since yesterday 

I wildly sped. 
O'er mountain steep and valley deep, 

With airy tread ; 

the bloody straggle that would takft place ere Rose, his beloved 
Ireland, would be yielded to the foe. 

Hardimaii*t " Mfaistrelsy^ has a different form of this song, but 
this is the popular version in the South, and is said to be as old 
as the time of Elizabeth. 
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tod eiitne 50 I6|ti)pi|t), 

34t) Aft) t>H)'t ti)4ti Slle 5n6|?)e 
^dc n)o Bdf Seal Dub I 



II. 

30 X)-x;j'i) 4oi)4d ti)4 t;6)Sc4i) uii 

Wa t^Seat) TJii, i)4 |sai) x>6ASuAd 
'S 41J oji^de Atiji^ ; 

B]o'6 boXvAi't 4||i x)0 Tboiiire, 
)rn)<5p3Ur-cjp, 

Nd 4r b4oS4l 'OY5T3 41) Cl6iiie4d 
4)o't) Bdr Se4l x)ttb ! 

III. 

M Bdirl?) 1)4 blo-b b|idt) oiit;, 

N4 c4r 4i)0ir, 
734 'DO p4|i'of r) di) Kd|rt| 

Jr dt) p4p4 45ttif), 
Ty4 1)4 b|i4)T;|ie x;e4d'c x;4|i r4ile, 

Jf 4 x>-t;|1)4U tkiii ti)Y||i, 
Jr t)j ceil|je4|i f 10?) Sp4|i)e4d 4i|i 

Wo BdrseAlTjubl 

IV. 

X34 5tt4'6 45411) 411) I4|t ^bY^Ti 

le bl)4S4)i) 4i)oir, 
3|i4'6 cii4ix;e, 5|i4'6 c4rrt|4m 

SlU-D cjop4t4. 
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Loch Earae*8 tide, though its wave be wide, 

rd leap aboT^ 
Were my guiding light that sunburst bright. 

The Rd9 geal dubh I 

II. 

If to the fair you would repair 

To sell your flocks, 
I pray secure your every door 

With bolts and locks ; 
Nor linger late from the guarded gate, 

When abroad you rove, 
Or the clerk will play through the live-long day, 

"With Bd8 geal dubh / 

m. 

My dearest Bose, why should these woes 

Dishearten thee 7 
The Pope of Bome hath sent thee home 

A pardon free — 
A priestly train, o'er the briny main. 

Shall greet my love. 
And wine of Spain to thy health we'll drain. 

My Rds geat dubh ! 

IV. 

My love sincere is centred here 

This year and more — 
Love sadly vexing, love perplexing, 

Love painful, sore. 
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341) nl4t), 34t) tit5tj, 
Jr 30 bii4t;, b|i4t 541) 401) t4|U 45411) 
^1|iBdrSe4lx>tibI 



4)e ri^b4fl4)i)t)n 41) ^ufi)4i) le4x;, 

Jr C)f rt)4r 1)4 3-ci)oc, 
^4)1 p]l 50 b-|J4)i)i)i) n^i) o|ix; 

No p4iitt; le C)oi) ; 
^ d|t4ob cf]i*4, x;r5*4|i 'OY)i)?)e, 

30 b-ipt]l 5|i4'6 45rc X)4ti) ; 
)r 3^n b*1 plfin-rso)* i)4 ii)-b4i) ibfjijce, 

Wo Bdr Sef4l X)ttb. 

VI. 

B^i-D 41) t4|t413« ^ ri^tee x)e4Tt34, 

)r 41) rp6m i)4 rtiU 

Bfel'b 41) r40S4l 1)4 d034 Cll40Il4d, 

4)0 'bfiY^ii) 1)4 3-ci)OC, 
B^it) 54d 3le4i)i) rlftlbe 4)ri fro e)|te4Dn, 

Wf ii)d)i)T;e 4)|i c|i)t, 
14 6)3)1) rwl 4 i)-643f4)t> 

WoBdr3e4l'Ottb! 
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Love, whose rigour hath crash'd my vigour. 

Thrice hopeless love. 
While fate doth sever me ever, ever, 

From Rda geal duhh ! 



Within thy heart could I claim a part. 

One secret share — 
We'd shape our flight, o'er the wild hills' height. 

Towards Munster fair ; 
Branch of beauty's tree, it seems to me 

I have thy love — 
And the mildest flower of hall or bower. 

Is Rds geal dubh ! 



VI. 

The sea outspread shall be raging red. 

All blood the skies — 
And crimson war shall shout afar 

Where the wild hills rise — 
Each mountain glen and mossy fen, 

In fear shall move. 
Some future day, ere thou pass away. 

My R6» geal duhh ! 
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B2iN-cr)N0)c ejBeaw .03.* 

I. 

U|le4c4t) Tdub O I 
^4ti 4 tij-bj'bMt)!) tiOiU'b 1)4 Tl4lt)x;e 4 nj-Mw ^^ 

. U)lf54c4i) x>ttb O ! 

6)^6641)1) 41) ri))l 4)tt 41) 5-CTt41)1) 41), 4 1)-5le41)'C4lb 

ccoi'b, 

'S 1)4 rpv**4 ir 41) tr-r4ii)iu 4i)i), 4 3-ciurt)4ir 346 

Bi'6e4i) t^rs^ *^ 4 TP^U 41)1), 4*r TJiif dx) 4ii) Ddji), 
^l|i b4ihdi)0|c eiYte4i) oS ! 

II* 

)X b4d4ll4d9 bu4C4d, 'Dr4l4d ^0116111)1)646, 
U|le4c4i) x>ttb O I 

34d |S4ti4)|te 4 Sltt4ire4r 6 df 4i)T;4|b 1)4 l)-eiite4fj 
U|le4c4D 'oub O I 

B4df4'Or4 4l|l Cr41tlX>, 11)4*r br41) 11)0 t4054l 

b6)'6c4r, 

30 T;4l4lt) 41) t^rf 41tlCC4r 11)4tl 4tl 'Or4l X>0 r40S4l 

be)*, 
4Do b'|:e4Tt]t l)0ii)'i)4 bu^i i)-'oii4l54r SI"© n)6\i\e 
ii)n*e4ii) bejt, 

8l)|i b4i)-<ii)0|C 6)11641) ds! 

• Ban'Ohnoie Eirean 6gh^ literallyi the fair HilU of Virgin Ire- 
land, This song speaks the ardeot love of the Irish exile fur 
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THE FAIR HILLS OF EIRE OGH. 



Beautiful and wide are the green fields of Erin, 

Uileac&ndubhO! 
With life-giving grain in the golden corn therein^ 

Uileacdn dubh 01 
And honey in the woods of the mist-wreaths deep, 
And in the summer by the paths the bright streams 

leap, 
At burning noon, rich, sparkling dew the fair flowers 
steep. 

On the fair hills of Eire Ogh I 

li. 

How clustering his ringlets, how lofty his bearing, 

UileadLndubhOI 
Each warrior leaving the broad bays of Erin, 

Uileac&idubhO! 
Would heaven grant the hope in my bosom swelling, 
I'd seek that land of joy in life's gifts excelling. 
Beyond your rich rewards, I'd choose a lowly dwel- 
ling. 

On the fair hills of Eire Ogh I 



his native land. It is atid to have been written by an Irish s(a- 
dent hi one of the ool1«gei of France. 
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III. 

)r t54itiBe4d *r n ti)d|i r^-o ciiii4d4 da i)-eitic4fj, 

tlile4c4i) x)ttb O ! 
Bj-ecAt)!) 4t) Xr')n) 4*r 4t) x;tt4d'04ti 43 3ltt4ire46T; 

'1)4 rUcO 41)1), 

U|le4c4Q x>ub O ! 
B)'6e4i) 41) b)oll4Tt 4itv 41) x>-TM))!)t) 41)1) 4'r r4rt)4i5 

bo5 r^S4)l, 
8l'r t)4 cr4d4 43 Ub4)|ix; 4i)i) d Id 30 Id, 
•S 41) rn)^|ljt) i44r4l n Tr4)n)-b)i)i)e cedl, 

?ll|i b4i)-di)0)c eitie4f) djl 



u«i)u cu«)a)4) aw mwsajBe susajc.* 



a '64lc4 -6)1 41) X)4)i))'D le4x; 11)0 d4r 41)0)r, 

sill) tA\ivA 43 41) e43t4)r 541) r^it; 4)it bit, 

2li) 4)cii)e r^o 1)1 $Uc4i'D ii)e 4dt} 411) t^34t)4itte, 

'S 1)1 34b41'0 1)011) 411) Pl)llOt3ert34l)C •l)4'l1) Pl)4- 
P4)|IC ! 

II. 
4De)|i pe4tir4'C4 3tt|i ce4ti4ii)4d i)e4ii)-3i)4)t|:e4d 

'S C6 30 D-4'Ob4)1l) 3^1^ S43r41)4d X>4 14*4)11 11)6, 

* Andrew Magratb, oommonlx called the Mangaire Sugach^ or 
joUy marckanif having been expelled from the Roman Catholic 
Church for his lioentioaa life, offered himaelf as a convert to the 
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III. 



Gainful and large are the corn-stacks of Erin, 

Uileadln dubh O ! 
Yellow cream and butter abound ever therein, 

UileacdndubhOl 
And sorrel soft and cresses where bright streams stray, 
And speaking cuckoos fill the grove the live-long day, 
And the little thrush so noble of sweetest-sounding lay, 
On the fair hills of Eire 6gh ! 



LAMENT OF THE MANGAIRE SUGACH. 



Beloved 1 do you pity not my doleful case — 
Pursu'd by priest and minister in dire disgrace ; 
The Churchmen brand the vagabond upon my brow, 
O ! they'll take me not as Protestant or Papist now ! 



II. 

The parson calls me wanderer and homeless knave — 
And though I boast the Saxon creed with aspect grave, 



doctriiu'8 of Protestantism ; but the Plrotestant clergyman having 
also refused to accept him, the unfortunate Mangmre gave vent to 
his fedhigs in this lament. 

E 
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4>em *!) U4m rs^iurt) leir 31m 45 ^irniot)!) ir 5n4i*- 

1-6611)6, 
*S f)4d ce4dx>4|t rit) nje, P[ioceTC4i)t5 1)4 P4p4i|te ! 

III. 

4>e4|ib4i) 3^1) '6e4|iii)4x> i)4d frWiii leir n)6, 
4>o d4Ytt;4 ijoir le l)-4dt54i)4 x>o Ut4iYt, ceiftt; 
30 |i4d4 lion) drrt) 4d4|t4it)t) 5411 XV^T 'A1^ l>1*f 
'S 50 5-C4iT;pe4'D belt 4n) Pl)|iOT3erx*4i)t/ i)o 4tn 
P1)4p4iiic ! 

IV. 

2l») S454|iT3 x>e)ii 3r|i |!e4t)!)4i|ie iie4rt)-4tb4ti4C 

!1l6, 

'S 30 x>-x;4tt4it)3ln) le ii)4!)34i|ie4d'o 1)4 n)i)4 drnj 

t5lc; 
3^11 nie4r4 11)6 t)4 x6sA)\ie 4X34 le b|ioix>, 
S t)4c 34b4i'D lioni 4n) Pl)|iot;erx;4t)tj t)4 'nj Pb4- 

1p4)|ie I 



71 x>e)|i -04 ts|ie43|U'6 3r]i e4d'0|i4t)4d 34?) i)4i|ie 

n)6, 
'S i)4d T;4iT;i)iort)4d njo be4iic4 t)4 njo d4)le leir > 
N4d 4it|ie4d nie 4d'D |i4C4i|ie 4x^4 34T) r'ciirr, 
^ dle4d'D4r bei*4fi) Pfiox^r^^^'c 'r 4n) Pl)4ip4i|ie ! 

VI. 

W] C4|i'C4r)4d'D p4 -064114 'od t)4 3tt4it) -oo t^l'c, 
Wo be4|iT34r4 -00 t43tt4 XJO I4t411t 5301t», 
f\] !iie4r'D4 '66 n)o if)4rl4r4 4 3-c4r 4i|i bit;. 
Be 4C4 r)») «)© P|ioT;ert/4t)tj tid P4p4i|ie! 
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He says that claim my Popish face must disallow. 
Although I'm neither Protestant nor Papist now ! 



III. 

lie swears (and oh ! he*ll keep his oath) he's firmly 

bent 
To hunt me down by penal Acts of Parliament ; 
Before the law's coercive might to make me bow. 
And choose between the Protestant and Papist 

now! 

IV. 

The priest me deems a satirist of luckless lay. 
Whose merchant-craft hath oflen led fair maids 

astray ; 
And worse than hunted fugitive all disavow, 
He'll take me not a Protestant or Papist now 1 

V. 

That further, I'm a foreigner devoid of shame. 
Of hateful, vile, licentious Ufe^ aud evil name ; 
A ranting, rhyming wanderer, without a cow. 
Who now is deem'd a Protestant — a Papist now ! 



Alas 1 it was not charity or Christian grace 
That urged to drag my deeds before the Scotic race — 
What boots it him to write reproach upon my brow, 
Whether they deem me Protestant or Papist now ? 
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VII. 



^Itt n)e4|ub4ll, n P^l 4bn>4l tvi\i 1)4 vA^Tie 4 

ti)-bYto|'D, 
4>o 5l4C4'6 14X> i)U4i]t d4r4'04|i 4 5-c4)l r4 5-ciot), 

)r Ce4d'04|l X>l0b T)50|l P|lOt»ri54l)t5 1)4 P4p4i|ic ! 
VIII. 

Or ^e^r^t n)6 4i|i 'oe4|iTi)4'o 54?) p4)t; 54t) pior, 
)r 3M^ P4'D4 fi)e 4)|l tt)e4tt4b4ll 54t) 4)tJ 41|l bit, 
C41t;|!)0'd cr]i Ic 1)-4T;4|t4d t)4 'o-T;4ir)t5e rin> 

4)0 54b4r llOfI) 4tl) Pl)]U)T5Cr^JAT)t5 T)0'f1) P1)4p41Tte ! 



IX. 
21 '64lt54 'Oil, C4 ll4d4'Ot4 dUII) p4341T) 4t)0ir> 

O 04*4*6 11)6 4r 41) 643l4)r 'T50 'o-T34|il4 '11)1(55 ; 
C4)T;|!e4'o be)* 411) C4lbii))rtJ r)o'fi) ^)|i)4i) 0)lc, 
O r34|i4r box; 411) Pl)|iocerT54i)tj i)o'ii) Pl)4p4i|ie 



^1) Ce4i)54l. 

TP64C 41) C'4bn'4l Pe4'041]l TJO pe4C4)'6 154 til) 
41|l X>-'CY)r, 

^3 r64i)4'6 4 d4|i4i'D 3r]i 3l4C4'6 4|i1r 30 b-f ri)4l ; 
'S4 4)14 '6)1 4di)Y5ii) ce rS^MT le 'ol'ise r)4 i)-vfix>, 

W4|l 401) le PC4'04)tl 41) ^l)41)341tie r340)l 4X> 

'6fi)! 
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VII. 



Lo ! Dayid^ Israers poet-king and Magdal6ne^ 

And Paul^ who of the Christian creed the foe had 

heen — 
Did Heaven, when sorrow fiU'd their hearty reject their 

vow, 
Though they were neither Protestant nor Papist now ? 

Vlll. 

O ! since I weep my wretched heart to evil prone, 
A wanderer in the paths of sin, all lost and lone — 
At other shrines with other flocks I faui must how, 
Who'll take me, whether Protestant or Papist now ! 

IX. 

Beloved I whither can I flee for peace at last» 
When thus heyond the Church's pale I'm rudely cast? 
The Arian creed or Calvinist I must avow. 
When severed from the Protestant and Papist now I 

, THE SUMMING-UP. 

See Peter th' Apostle, whose lapses from grace were 

three. 
Denying the Saviour, was granted a pardon free — 
O God ! though the Mangaire from him thy mild laws 

cast. 
Receive him, like Peter, to dwell in thy house at 

last! 
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Ce4|tb4lUi) ^d d4i). 



4)4 nj-b^iTbiijijri Aftjtjd 4 i)-^^4ii) 

Nd 4 i)-34]i 3le4T)i)-T)4-r6rx> 
^4Ti 4 r)-5lii^ire4t)i) 346 r4n-lot)5 

le Cl4ltl64'D 4'r ler I!)64'D 

B*|!e4|iii l)Ofi) 6 ii)4]i t4r4if) 

^3nr p4S4in) 6 '641!) p6|t) 
Ctti)4t) 5e4l Ui e43|U 

^3i4r t4S4il I4i) le 11)0 beul ! 

II. 

C4'o 6 b*4iU lioii) *5 4 dup 4 3-C61I 

'S 4 l)4dT3 4iS 11)41* *!) 4 '6ei5, 
)r 3wn b'6 x>e)\i oll'64if) t)4 l)-4iT3e 

4)4ti njo UiiJT^ 1)1 b|i6tt5— 
Co)ti'6e4lb4)d 6tii4)i) 434rl)4)l 

T34|i t5|i4t 154 fi)o '66)t) 

30 t)-dl):4t1) 4r 41) p-r4ll-dU1p4l) 

Sl4)i)tje b|ie43 C6)t). 

* Cupdn «t EaghrOf the Cup of O'Eara. This is one of the 
celebrated Carolan^s songs, and was composed by the harper to 
celebrate the hospitality of Kean O'Hara, a gentleman of ancient 
family in the county SUgo. 
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THE CUP OF O'HARA. 



Were I over in Arran, 

Or wild 61an-na-S6ud, 
Where tall barks of swiftness 

Bear claret and mead ; 
'Twere joy to my bosom. 

In gladness to sip 
O'llara's bright wine-cup, 

Fiird high to my lip ! 

II. 

Why praise what is sought for 

By old man and youth. 
While the doctors and sages 

(By this hand I am sooth) 
Cry, Turlogh, sweet harper, 

Come timely to drain 
That costly, tall wine-cup, 

To thfe health of brave Kean I 
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^ H^)B CU ^3 ^N 3-C^BH^)3.* 



^t) |Ulb Tjfi 45 4!) 5-C4tlll4)3, T)(5 b-piC4 W jS^II) 

njo 5ta'6, 
M(5 4 b.i:4C4 tJtt 5)le, pir)r)e, 45ttr TS^rtJ t)4 ii)r)4, 

tld 4 b-):4C4 VU 41) T>ub4l b4 CUb4Ttt4 )T b4 

ri))llre but, 
Nd 4 b-pic4 Tiii njo b4l4t)T;1r)e 1)6 4 b-jstjl t1 'o'4 
Cl40|'6 tt)4)t T;4iTt) ? 

II. 

4)0 b1or4 45 4!) 5-C4tl|l413, IT 'DO dOT)41|lC flje |!6|l) 

^Do irU'ty 

4)0 doi)4i|ic 11)6 3)le, Tl^^er, 43i4r rs^)!*) 04 !i)i)4, 
4)0 dot)4))tc ti)6 41) x;ub4l b4 cub4ttt4 )x ^^ i1))Ure 

but, 
Do doi)4)|ic n)6 -oo b4Ui)T;1i) 45ttr i)Vl T1 '^^ clfioj-o 

ti)4Yt t;4)ttl 

III. 

)r T1*^ CY]3 5noe4 54d ti)be '04 3^^4)5 ii)4|i dii, 
)r T1^ 0)|ie4'o c)le 4 cv^'oe^tvA fUjii TUib Id ; 
^ cf )l1i) tjjiofi) tj|i)p)l)6 4 x;T5t;)fi) 16) rior 30 Ted)|i 
'S4 du4)djr) t)4 f)i)t)e, 4)i ti))rt5e -oo rlF)^^® 'd*<^1 ? 

* This is a song of the South, but there are so many places of 
the name of Carrick such as Carrick-on-Shannon, Carrick-on-Soir, 
&c., &c, that I cannot fix its precise locality. In this truly Irish 
song, when the pimng swain learns that his absent mistress is not 



IRISH POPULAR SONGS. 73 



HAVE YOU BEEN AT CARRICKT 

Have you been at Carrick^ and saw you my true-love 
there? 

And saw you her features^ all beautiful, bright, and 
fair? 

Saw you the most fragrant, flowering, sweet apple- 
tree?— 

O ! saw you my lov'd one, and pines she in grief like 
me? 

II. 

I have been at Carrick, and saw thy own true-love 
there ; 

And saw, too, her features, all beautiful, bright, and 
fair; 

And saw the most fragrant, flowering, sweet apple- 
tree — 

I saw thy lov'd one — she pines not in grief, like thee ! 

III. 

Five guineas would price every tress of her golden 

hair — 
Then think what a treasure her pillow at night to 

share. 
These tresses thick-clustering and curling around 

her brow — 
O, Ringlet of Fairness ! I'll drink to thy beauty now ! 

love-sick like himself, he praises the beauty of her copioas hair, 
throws off a glass to her health, enumerates his sufferings, and 
swears to forego the sex for ever ; bat she suddenly bursts upon 
his view, his resolves vanish into thhi air, and he greets his glo- 
rious maid with such a welcome as an Irish lover alone can give ! 
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IV. 



*n mm b'ifi)-re -dnj da6U bl4t) ort)4'6 341) b|i1j4ii) 
dl'iAb, 

)r tt)6 -dfl) l^lb 64*0411 C1)0C4lb 50 'D-TJJSI'b 41) 

X)ti4d 4r)l4tt ; 

^ ^Y}T) '6|l t'a d0341|l l)Vl ):OtlT;4dt5 11)0 dY)r 46X3 
4)j4, 

)r 50 T)-'oe4iin4'6 lod poU 'DO folur fi)o t^l ^'D 
'0)41'6 ! 



)r 50 '0-^5)'^ 4t) 64ir3 4in Wn 4?) tos^Min br^'oe, 

)r 14 t^)l P4tJ|iY53 14 T)d 'W T)4 '6|4|5f 

3o b-i:4r4 41) bU* b4T) T;|ie I4|i n)o doi1)|i4 d40l, 

P4)Ytt; x>4 5|t4'6 50 h\ut 1)) x;4b4]tY:4'o X)0 ?i)T)40) ! 

VI. 

Sjux) 1 r'jor 4t) H1oS-bc4!) 41t5!) d3, 

^ bpi]l 4 3|if4)3 16) rs^ol-ce rior 30 b64l 4 b)i(53, 

S ) 41) C4l4 1 f1)4]l 41) litJ)r 'OO ti0l|l4)S dt) t;-r4|i 

C4|i4)'D 5641 11)0 d|io)'6e, 064*0 !i)jle y4)\ve 
)tort)4t;! 
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IV. 

When seeking to slumber, my^bosom is rent with 

sighs — 
J toss on my pillow till morning's blest beams arise ; 
No aid, bright Beloved I can reach me save God aboTe, 
For a blood-lake is form'dof the light of my eyes with 

love I 



Until yellow Autumn shall usher the Paschal day, 
And Patrick's gay festival come in its train alway — 
Until through my coffin the blossoming boughs shall 

grow, 
My love on another I'll never in life bestow ! 



VI. 



Lo I yonder the maiden illustrious, queen-like, high. 
With long-flowing tresses adown to her sandal-tie — 
Swan, fair as the Uly, descended of high degree, 
A myriad of welcomes, dear maid of my heart, to thee I 
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WOH^ %n CU)l OWH^. 



'S6 11)0 b]i(5t)r4 i)4d b-ferx>4i!ii 
i4tij 'DO dr]i f 401 ''o de4T)T)-r4, 

Nd 4 ti)-bTtoll4d XH) I6)f)e ; 
)r ^u 'o-t45 njo dC4i)t)-r4 

341) f tjr-A 41TI b|6 c6|Uc, 
^*r 50 i)-64l(5d4)i)!) C411 tjo)!)!) Ie4t;, 

^ nt5t)-te4tic 'o4 b-f erx>):4it)») 1 

^ b4ill )Qt;ii)r) d^ioiTbe r^iS, 

N4 X)64i)r4 lion) b|i643, 
^'r 5tt|i 56411 X/ii njo pdr4'6 

34t) ):eo)Ytl)r)i) *r ^^ T;-r4034l ; 
S)ub4)l'f)t)t)re 4)|i 41) T)-'0|ittc'o le4T;, 

^'r T)') b|iY53i5ir)i) Ie4t5 4t) rer^i ; 

^*r A 116|14 41) dY]l dll)tt4, 

)X 'oe4r 4 p<53piii)i) 'oo berll 

III. 

T34ob *4U 'oe'i) ^l)r4)'6 
1^4 T'cdii 3e4l n)0 dfiol'be 

?l Cf I t;)ir3 ll)4|l 41) 'C-dll)4tl 

L6 'ii d4)ll Ti)6 11)0 3i)40)'6 
3i(5'6)ii)-ri BI5 41) 'oort)i)4)d 

30 'o-c)oi)i)T;o)3e 41) 340*, 
^'r 30 b-fociTf) 11)6 n)0 bdUdc 

^3 34b4)l bd)t|ie B4)le-4t;-bt5x>e. 
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AMBEBrHAIR'D NORA. 

I 
O !' amber-haired Nora, 

That thy fair head could rest 
On the arm that would shelter 

Or circle thy breast I 
Thou hast stolen all my brain, love, 

And then left me lone — 
Tliough I'd cross o'er the main, love, 

To call thee mine own I 

II* 

Why, maid of my bosom. 

Should falsehood be thine ? 
Thou hast promised to wed me. 

Though wealth were not mine ; 
The dew-sprinkled grass, lore, 

Scarce feels my light feet, 
And, amber-hair'd Nora, 

My kisses are sweet ! 

III. 
My fair one is dwelling 

By Moy's lovely vale — 
Her rich locks of amber 

Have left my cheek pale — 
May the king of the Sabbath 

Yet grant me to see 
My herds in the green lanes 

Of fair Baile-ath-Buidhe! 



78 IRISH POPULAR BONOS. 



Tin BDBUjMiiemt ^i)e)HBi). 



^41*0)1) te6'6^t i)tt4iii 'o*6i|i)3e4r, 
)r 6tt4'64r 4ti)4ii t4'i) 5-coill sUr, 
)r 4T)i) x>o biUil 4t) x;|i6)3ix> ii)6 

N4d leiSirr^^n* T4ti40ti ; 
4)0 dr4l4 4T) l)]it]Tje4ll rtjei'6|ie4d, 
^ lY)b 1)4 cojUe '0|io)5!)C4d, 
4)0 jpiie4b 11)0 d|io|x>e le 5|ie4r) '0|, 

3uri '6^i5-be4!) x>4fi) 1 ! 

II. 

'H r4iti 54b4ifi)re 4n)4d t)4 b4t)t54, 
?l3rr dl'^inJT^ ^41ti) i!)0 S|i4'6 5e4l, 
^ X)]te4d fi)4ti tidr 4 i)-34i|i'o1i), 

Jr but 5C4l 1)4 i)-fb4ll, 
)r b|ie434 1 1)4 Venus 
^1) t>4i) 'o'|!45 ri 41) t5]ieri)-ii)Y5|i ; 
?l -64 eld d|iT5fje C40ii)4, 

'S 4r 6AV\ion\ 4 rifi^^u 

III. 

'S6 'DO 5|i4'6r4 dUojTbJs n)6, 
'S IT n)4)n3 4it5 4 ii)-b)ibe4i) r* I 

CY5tie4r) re 4 l)f lf)4ll -001) tr-540$4l rOf 

?li) di)0)ib 'DO 5i))ib 4t) 3|i4x>, 
)r ^4*04 tuiif) 'o4 T0)Si)e4if), 
^d C4)T;fe4'o fe4r'04 6 ifjn^> 
3tt|i 'b^ x>o 5|i4'6r4 ii)C4U ii)6, 

N4d b-i:4l3i'6 11)6 30 b|i4T; ! 
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THE GRACEFUL MAIDEN. 
I. 

One morn when mists did hover 
The green-wood's foliage over, 
'Twos then I did discover 

How painful love may be ; 
A maid, 'mid shades concealing, 
Pour'd forth her voice of feeUng, 
And love came o'er me stealing, 

She's a dear maid to me ! 

II. 

When through the valleys roaming, 
I see my bright love coming. 
Like garden-rose all blooming. 

Or flower of the apple-tree ; 
Bright Venus she's excelling 
Fresh from her ocean-dwelling, 
Her soil, round bosom swelling. 

Her foot-falls light and free. 

III. 

"Thy love hath left me dying ; 
The heart where love is lying 
Will find what torment trying 

Round ruin'd hopes may twine ; 
And long Fve borne llie token. 
But now it must be spoken, 
How thou my heart hast brokeu, 

Who never canst be mine I" 
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IV. 



4)4 n)-b6)'0)|i lion) 4 |iy5!) ; 
C4 11)0 d4|U1X> 4111 S4d Tuiob '6I011), 
^'r C0]ir54'6 4f114d !)j t64'041f11, 

^d ci||iix> cttii'04r 5eu]i o]i'n) 

C4 '0''c6}i)n\xe tun\ ri^^^^ll* 



^lltjiir "odib, 4 rP^1|i be4t), 
30 |i4di54i]i re^l 45 4e|iY5Se4CT;, 
30 b-py^l Titt T;i(;iire4d x;|i6itr-l43, 

2l'r 'o'l5t5ifj 50 'orb4d ; 
3e4b4i'6 vr njire, 4111 40t)4Yt, 
^ lt)b t)4 coille c|i4obt53e ; 
^'r 30 'oeirtjit) 11)4 '664114111 btt643 lion), 

2l'r '04011 oiic TI10 dfjrl 

VI. 

^*r 10iii'64 3e4ll4?iiY]t) bii6i3e, 
4)0 T;r3 cu iii4if) (f -o b64l '0411), 
7^4X5 bei* 31ll4!) 4111 4e'D41t, 

^3ur r<5^n si^r 4 f 4r ; 

30 'D-t51ie4bi:4d C4011te tt)40l4, 

21111 df 1 4 3-C111T), T)4 ri^ibtje, 

N4d ii-'o64iii!4'6 I!)' 4T;iittS4iD d^ile, 
?l'r f64d 4iioir 11)411 c4J 
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IV. 

* ! thou of misery telling, 
If truth thj tongue's impelling, 
I*d ease the pain that* s quelling 

Thy life, were mine the cure. 
But watchful friends surround me. 
With promise strict they've hound me, 
And if they wandering found me. 

What iUs might I endure V 



Tell them, O, light-limh'd maiden, 
Thy hloom with grief is fading — 
Where groves are foliage-laden, . 

Thou'lt stray all lonelily : 
ril for thy coming pine, Iotc, 
Where the dark wood's houghs entwine, lore, 
And 1 what guilt is thine, love. 

If false thou he to me I" 



VI. 

** Alas 1 how oft thou*st riven 
The vow thy hps had given. 
While shone the light of heaven. 

Or verdure deck'd the plain. 
Till sheep, each silly rover, 
Would plough the mountains over, 
Thou wouldst be my true lover — 

But lo 1 the hope is vain 1" 
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VII. 

2i*r iudf4)'6 f!)6 30 iFUi)x>tiYrr> 

2l*r ^ 'bHi'b tji) ri4iSe4'o 'D01) Sp4|i)— 
21 tl)4)S'De4i) ti)4m5» tl)<y6Hj4ri4iS, 

Bicb -00 ]io54 ipe4ii pdro4 454X>, 

4)0 )tdti)4|tip4i'6 '6y|t; 4t) b4t) ! 



4)U21N 21N Ba4>OF2l. 
I. 

^ b4nC, b'4r)4n) 6f 4 t)-4t)4C41)t t)4 X>-tK)r)l)4|t4d 

D-4tl'D, 
C4ir3 cob4tiTWd SJ-D bir6 b4nb4n'64 cjioii) 6 41) 14, 
'CxiAt l4r4i'6 41) t^ms^ <5 bo!)r) 30 b4ti, 
Urj cojti!) -61 1}) 34b4i) d rcji^n 30 c\uxm I 

Cyiii 1:4. 

^ b4tt 4 I4r), 4 b4|t 4 I4i), 

?l 3n4'6 1)4 tifi), 4 dt^T) x>e'i) t;-r4034l, 

21 I4i) — *r} 41) b4'D btte4'6 reojl ! 

* Duan an BhctdSra, the JBoatman^t Song, I have copied this 
spirited sea-song from the second yolume of Mr. Hardiroan's 
** Minstrelsy," where it is left untranslated. Mr. Hardiman says 
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VII. 



And nowy with white sails flowing, 
To Flanders Til be going ; 
I'll seek the vineyards growing 

In distant Ganl and Spain — 
Prond maid, no more Til woo thee. 
No more with love pursue thee ; 
Another mate may sue thee> 

And plough for thee the plain !" 



THE BOAT SONG. 
I. 

Dark, scorning every peril of the angry spray, 

Safe shelter mid the terrors of the storm-com- 

pass'd way ; 
When yawning billows redly roll from ocean's cave» 
From stern unto quivering mast she ships no wave ! 

CHORUS. 

A flowing tide, a flowing tide. 
My secret love, my worldly store. 
Flowing — my brave sailing boat ! 



that this marine ode is ** weU known along many parts of the Irish 
coast, bat particularly the west** A translation of this and other 
Irish songs, by Mr. Samael Fergnson, will be found in the DubUn 
University Magazine for November, 1884. 
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II. 

'ClUt Sl64inp4t)t) r* 4 1)-64T>4d 341) ^1411 541) d4tl), 

4>e'i) 3-C4el 4i)4)ttT; slejeil d i)4 1)-Ji)x>)4d4 4t)4ll, 

C4el-b4)tC re41)5 rK>54t9'D4 45 4|l t\)\l 4D|4 41) 

5ne4HD, 
^'r 'o4 b-)Je)C)Je4 4i)4S4)'6 41) Ue Tr 1 ^5 6||iiS- 

64*6 4r 54I ! 

21 b4ii 4 Ui), 7C. 
III. 

21 4)40)le)i),* 4 d|io)D-d4ii|Ui5 J4|ib 54!) r54t;, 
2l)|i 4!) !)r4'6-b4tic-ro f ttr!)-r4 b|ie4ti)YjS x>o t4c, 
2li) dY^ri))!) le4T;, *r At) 3-cr4t)-ro, 50 b-f 4C4 w 
b4'D 

34!) dO!)TWb4)|tt; TM)l)t)-b4|l|U 5e4|tfU'6 f!)4tl t;4)rt) ? 

21 b4n 4 141), 7C. 

IV. 

21r CY)ti))T) l)0t1), 4 'DUb41ttt; 4)40lle41) 5tl|l C4|11U|5 

11)6 x)0 41)4*, 

'S 5tt|l 4b' 4)|l 41) 5-Cr41) to )r bf 41) X)4II) 45 4ri)4|lC 

5<idl4, 
216 rl1t)«e<J3 ^1 'C4b4|iF4ii) 4)|i 4 b-|:4C4r 'oe b4)'D 
Se46 41) t)ii4'6-b4tic 4'rA C0Ti)pl4te 45 T;4)ttU)l)5 

*r 41) T;-ri)4ri) 1 

21 b4ti 4 I4i), 7C. 

♦ ***«*♦« 

* DaoileaHf a rock off Blacksod Bay. 
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II. 



When draperied in her glorious trim of stainless die, 
The snow-white sails of canvass bleach'd 'neath 

India's skj^ 
Saw you her arrowy figure deaye the ocean vast, 
God's favourite mounting on the wave before the 

blast I 

A flowing tide, &c. &c. 



III. 

O, Dielion, tempest-beaten rock, all rough and dark. 
Look forth, and see beneath me now this bounding 

bark. 
And say, if e'er thou boat beheld within this bay, 
Wave-mounted, cleaving, confident, like mine to- 
day I 

A flowing tide, &c. &c. 



IV. 

Then answer'd ancient Dielion thus — '* long ages o'er, 
I've look'd abroad upon the bay that girds the 

shore — 
But look'd in vain for boat or bark so swift and 

brave 
As thine and all its gallant crew, to stem the wave !" 
A flowing tide, &c. &c. 
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34b41ft) X>0 d01t)41|tCe r^ 1 4 thiot 41) bit), 

a*r inn)4 fi)-b4)tiur6 'oo drH)4dT; 54b4i) r1 «^i ^o 
^ b4n 4 I4r)> 7C. 



2I1) ^4i)Sditte SfsAd, ccc 



SUi) 4*t c64'D di) 'D-'CAobro r4in), 

Coir W4)3e t)4 5-C40|i, i)4 5-cti4ob, i)4 3-ctiU4d, 

N4 r^^jT), 1)4 terD 1)4 r^om 1)4 ri^^s* 

N4 1)-'d4d, 1)4 i)-x>|ie4dx;, i)4 'D-t;|i64i) 541) 3|ir4)ti) ! 
Ud od di) ! )r btieo)t;e fi))re» 
341) d^T), 541) dd)|i, 3<ti) dd)p, 541) d)rT;e, 

341) rule, 541) rc<J'o> 5^^ n><J)n«» 5<ii) rp)oi)i)4'6 

O redUi*) 11)6 dun) r4)3i))r ! 
II. 

si4r) 30 1).643 x)4 r^^^n-Tifi n*Ainc, 

4)4 t>4|ri) X)4 cl6)ti, X)4 l)-6)3r' 'oa ru^*^* 

* There is a want of strict connexion between this stanza and 
the preceding one. The intenrenhig passages necessary to the 
sense seem to have been lost. 
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Father of Nature I how that hoat comes dashing 

down, 
Impetuous where the foamy surges darkly frown — 
()! may thy mercy yield us How the sheltering 

shore» 
Or yonder terror-striking bark shall whelm as o'er ! 
A flowing tide» &c. &c. 



FAREWELL TO THE MAIG. 

t. 

A long farewell I send to thee, 
Fair Maig of com and fruit and tree. 
Of state and gift, and gathering grand. 
Of song, romance, and chieftain bland. 

Uch, och 6n 1 dark fortune's rigour — 
Wealth, title, tribe of glorious figure. 
Feast ,gifl; — ^all gone, and gone my vigour. 
Since thus I wander lonely ! 

II. 

Farewell for aye to the hearts I priz^ 
The poets, priests, and sages wise, 

t The River Maig, in the county Limericlc 
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4Dof!) d4)tix)e cl6)tt, 34!) dUot), 341) dludii), 
34!) d4if!), 5<ii) 6401), 54!) dii4or 3^!) dtifwr ! 
Od od d!), 7C- 

III. 

SMi) ^04 6ir 'd4 bftjte r4)fi), 

4)4 ii)i)4)b 30 I6)ti, -04 TS^lrt), -04 rntuiT*), 

4>4 3-c4)l, t>4 3-^^lU ^04 5-C4or), -04 3-cr4)iix>, 

4)4 b-p|l4r3, '04 b-pW:)'©, ^04 11)6)1), X)4 fl)-bU4'6 I 

Od od di), 7C. 

IV. 

SUi) Twin 401) X)Oi) ni ^0411 X)r4l, 
2li) b4)!)-d!))r b64r4d, b64l'C4)r, br4'64d, 
61511 c|i4t; drn) rl^jb 4 3^6)!) 4ti) r^4)3, 
S) 3[i4'6 f!)0 dl6)b b) i)6)ti)i)i) dr4)'6 ! 

Od od di), 7C. 



Vr 



)r H3iVi<i T^ot) 11)6, ir Tlwodii)4ti, frA\i, 
JX ^54lf)l43, -ctift)*, 'r )T tWl0fl)4d, 'C|ir4'6, 
21 ti)-b4tttt 4!) ^I6)b 34t) 401), ti)0i)r4tt ! 
?lii) ]^4)|it; 4dT; f|UOd 4*r 5^ot 4 X)-T;r4)'6 ! 
Od od di), 7C. 

VI. 

4)01) t^rp4)x> 'i) r4)|i T;6)J)fi) fi)4ti 40i) 4)|i cr4)tit;, 
N} l)-4)l led 11)6, 4*r t)1 |ie)S)'D le4rt) dliU)!), 
BIt*) 11)1)4 le d6)le 43 plft)-© ^04 lr4'6, 
C4 1)-4)t; ? C4 b-6 T 6 t;4ob 4|i 3lr4)r ? 
Od ot di), 7C. 
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And bosora friends^ whose boards display 
Fair temperance blent with plenty gay I 
Uch> och 6n, &c. &c. 

III. 

Farewell to the maids my memories bless. 
To all the fair, to their comeliness. 
Their sense, their fame, their mildness rare. 
Their groups, their wit, their virtue fair ! 
Uch, och 6d, &c. &C. 

IV. 

Farewell to her to whom 'tis due^ 
The Fair-skin, gentle, mild-lipp'd, true. 
For whom exil'd o'er the hills I go. 
My heart's dear love, whatever my woe I 
Uch, och 6n, &c. &c. 



Cold, homeless, worn, forsaken, lone, 
Sick, languid, faint, all comfort flown. 
On the wild hill's height I'm hopeless cast, 
To wail to the heath and the northern blast I 
Uch, och 6n, &c. &c. 

VI. 

If through the crowded town I press, 
Their mirth disturbs my lonehness ; 
And female groups will whisper — see ! 
Whence comes yon stranger I — who is he f 
Uch, och 6n, &c. &c. 
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VII. 

4)01!) c4)tix>e 411) S40|i 541) veAtv n 'cpr4'6, 
2l'r n)6 41!) <i|i4'D 43 41) Tr.r4oS4l 4 i)56)b 'r4 t)-5r4iri 
le tt4ite 4 b-p6)!) 4 306)1) 4)ii cr4)tiT; 
341) 4b4dT5, 541) rsl^JPt 5<ifl rs^rt 'C)4 lr4'6 ! 
Od od dr), 7C. 

VIII. 

O '04)141) dl6)ti ^641!) c6)le i)r4'6, 
Co)r W4)3e 30 l)-e«3 i)i l)-6 ii)o dr4)|iT;, 
30 h\idt le4ii) tue •x;4)n) fifti* le4ii) dtt4d,* 
le ii)i)4)b 41) ^r4034)l dY^ii n)6 4)ri br4)tic. 
Od od di) ! n)o b|tdi), 11)0 ii))lle4'6, 
)01l)4|tC4 41) d)l, 4'r P<J3<i bllY51)1)e4U, 

Cy)|i fi))re le4n) Uex^b 341) y&o, 341) fO)c;)nj 
TPdf 341) )0ii)4'D |nr4X)4)ti ! 



PtUF N«l «)-B?lN 4>0NN 03.* 
I. 
<t)4 'D-t;)ocf4-rA l)oii)r4 30 cfi)x;4e l)4x;|io)ii) ; 

21 pUlfl 1)4 11)-b41) 'DO!)!) d3, 

B64tiy4)!)i) -1} fi))l be4d 43rr ii)64'd ii)4|i b)4t> 'bt^x;, 

?l plf fl 1)4 11)-b4l) X50!)1) d3, 

* Pliina m-han danu 6g^ Flower of hrown-haired Maidens. 
This beautiful song, which breathes the yeiy soul of loye and sor* 
row, seems to have been written at a period when famine afflicted 
the land. The poet's mistress declines, through dread of hunger, 
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VII. 

Thus riveD> alas ! from bosoms dear, 
Amid dark danger, grief, and fear, 
Three painful months nnblest I rove, 
Afar from friendship's voice and love! 
Uch, och 6n, &c. &c. 

VIII. 

Forc'd by the priest, my love to flee, 

Fair Maig through life I ne'er shall see ; 

And must my beauteous bird forego. 

And all the sex that wrought me woe ! 
Uch och 6nl my grief, my ruin ! 
'Twas drinking deep and beauty wooing 
That caus'd, through life, my whole undoing. 
And left me wandering lonely I 



FLOWER OF RROWN-HAIRED MAIDENS. 



Oh 1 if thou come to Leitrim, sure nought can us 
sever, 

A pUur na m-ban donn 6g ! 
Wild honey and the mead-cup shall feast us for ever, 

A pUur na m-ban donn 6g ! 

to visit with him the coaaty of Leitrim, maogro all his glorioos 
painting ; and he concludes liis song with a bant of fierce lore, 
cliastened down bv grief and Christian resignation. 
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B64tiT4x> 4e]i 1)4 loi)3 1)4 r©dl 'r ^ tthbi-o 'oi^t;, 
TP40| b4tttt4'64ib 1)4 'D-T»ii) 4'r TJ^JW ^5 T)lle4'6 6'l) 

'S!)j l6i5T1i)i)-n ^©1) b|id!) doi-bde 'oo'x) -64)1, 
^ pliifi 1)4 ii)-b4i) 'DOi)t) d5 ! 



II. 
N1 |udip4)'6 ii))re le4T;, 4'r ^I'l n)4)c -otiT; 'oo'ii) 

Mnrui)*, 

4Drb4)fiT; plfiii i)4 ii)-b4i) ^001)1) ds ; 
W4ri i)4d 5-co)Dt)edd4'6'oo 5ldtit4 bed 541) b)4'6 
11)6, 

4)rb4itit; plfiti i)4 ii)-b4i) 'ooi)i) ds ; 
*tt)lle 064*0 r&4Tt|i 1)011) be)* to)'tte 541) tc^4|i, 
N4beic 43 rittb4l 41) X)iittd'C4 ''ni4.b-T4T4d le4T;, 
Njo|i t»tt5 11)0 diio)^^ '6Y5C 'SlU't 1)4 3e4i), 

4)rb4)|it; pliiti i)4 ii)-b4i) 'ooni) d3. 



III. 

Coi)4)tic 11)6 43 t;c4dT; dU34ii) 1 x^6 Un 4i) 
t;-rl6)be, 

W4|i ti6)lx;)oi) ctilT) 41) 3-ccd'6, 
6j 11)6 43 C4)Dx; 4'r ^5 coii)|i4'6 16) 

30 i)-'De464it)4Tt 30 ip4)tic 1)4 ii)-bd. 
Si5'64ii)4itit)e rior 4 Ir^b 4i) t^jU 
30 X)-ctt3 if)6 '6) rcti1ob'C4 r40) if)o I4)ti), 

N4<i b-r^ll CO)|l -04 1)-X>641)4'6 r1 i)4d 1)-)0Cr411)1) 4 

c4)t), 

4Do plf ti 1)4 n)-b4i) x>oi)i) d3. 
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I'll show thee ships and sails, through the vistas 

grand. 
As we seek our green retreat bj the broad lake's 

strand. 
And grief would never reach us within that happj 

land, 

A phlur na m-ban donn <5g ! 



II. 

To Leitrim, to Leitrim, in vain thou would'st lead me, 
Duirt plt(ir na m-ban donn <%. 

When pale hunger comes, canthj melodies feed me? 
Duirt pMr na m-ban donn <%. 

Sooner would I live, and sooner die a maid. 

Than wander with thee through the dewy forest 
glade. 

That thou art my beloved, this bosom never said, 
Duirt pliir na m-bann donn 6g. 



III. 

Over the mountain I once met the maiden, 

As a star through the mist might glow ; 
We reach' d, while I told her my tale sorrow-laden. 

The field of the kine below ; 
And there, in the hollow by the hedge-row tree, 
I plighted her a prombe, till life should flee. 
To bear all the blame of her true love for me. 
Mo phldr na m-ban donn <%. 
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IV. 

^JOo dtte4d 4'r njo d|i4* 5^^ ti)6f4ir5*e riot l^l» 

Wo plii|l 1)4 ItJ-bA!) 'DOI)!) <J5, 

^)|i Ie4b4 d40l 4tix), 1)0 4)ti d4iii) ct^be, 

Wo pltt]l 1)4 Il)-b41) ^001)1) d3, 

341) -01^1)6 4i|i b)f; 4 i)-e)ti)i)i) be)* I4)il) l)i)i) 'r^^ 

o)'6de 
^tv 45 r^MiS 43ur 43 34)|ie4'6 ii6)ii n)4[i but) 

rt)MDD 1)1)1), 
21 4>1))4, i)4d ciiU4'64i) c4r 6 ii)ui)4bf4j;4)'6 11)6 njo 

ri|Mi)i), 

?l)ti pliip 1)4 ii)-b4i) x>or)i) <55« 



S)ie 81)6^3 N) Cl)0)N4)e2lLB1)2l)N. 



91 Sl)1le b4i} 1)4 b-peu|tl4)'6e, 

21 d64X)-te4|ic i)4ri tniU4)i)3 3titt4|ii), 
4>'t43 vn ii)')ijxni) br4|i*4, 

2l'r 4'x> '6)4)'6ti V) ^6)'6 11)6 bU4i), 
Wui)4 X)-t;)5)'6 c'd x)0'n) tettd4)i), 

2l'r 6ttld34'6 l)on) ^4 3le4i)i)x;4)b cr4)r), 
B6)'6 cttrt)4)'6 4'r "CY^tire 4*'0 '6)4)'6 <i|in), 

2l'r bft)^!) 11)6 dort) X)ttb le 3r4U 

II. 

Ctt3T;4|i dtt34)ij 1)4 PJoi)t;4, 

2i3ttr iioi)C4ti x)i]i)i) 41) 3i4)^e )r T«4|iri* 

WttD4 b-f434'D f 6)1) ceA'o rinxje, 
le n)ii)-di)e)r 4i) bitoll4)d b4)i) ; 
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IV. 

Alas I my sad heart, that I kiss not thj blushes^ 

A phldr na m-ban doim 6g, 
Oil a rich, lolly couch, or a heap of green rashes. 

Mo phlur na m-ban donn 6g. 
Alone, all alone, through the beautiful night. 
Laughing in the fulness of our hearts' dehght ; 
Alas I if thou be not mine, how woful is my plight, 

A phlur na m-ban donn <% I 



LITTLE CELIA CONNELLAN. 



O ! pearl-deck'd, beauteous Celia, 

My first love of mildness rare! 
My life full fast is fading, 

My soul is weary, vext with care ; 
Come, snowy-bosom'd maiden. 

And rove with me the valleys de^. 
Or darkest gloom shall seize me. 

Till in the pitying grave I sleep I 

II. 

Come, place the cups before us. 

Let choicest wines their brims o*erflow- 
Well drown, in draughts obliyious. 

The memory of her breast of snow ; 
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il pliiiii n 5lle 'r n "line, 

N4 41) r1o'04 'r v^ ci^rt) 1)4 t)-64t), 

)r bii4)'6c4|it;4tT3il|ire4d B)'6)ti)re, 
'N ii4)|i rn)^4i)1S)ti) Bc)t; rc4|t)uri)i^t) 16). 



III. 

4)4 ii)-be)'6)i)t)-r) v*1^ ^*T n)1^ <ii)e4r, 

C40)t)ri)e4|t 4i) B|ioll4)d B|ie45f 
?l i)-3le4i)Dt;4t) 40)B)i) 4e|ie4d, 

O fn^-c)!!) o)'6te 30 i)-6)|iedd4'6 14, 
341) i)e4d 4 Be)* '64|i 3-co)ri)'De4dc, 

?ldt/ ce4|iC4-T|i40)d 1)0 '1) co)le4d Te4'64, 
'S 30 n)-b)4'6 3ne^4i)i) 5^1) d4ti) 4n) d|io)'6e rc)3, 

4)0 Sblle be43 1))' Cboir)'oe4lb4)t) ! 



^ \yn)scj<b\)e cBojDtje wa w-aNaoo^iN. 



7i \^u)XC)'6e d|io)'6e i)4 i)-4i)4n)4i) 

te454i) cfi 4)|i I4|i n)6 : 
BJTb)!!) 541) d6)ll 341) 4)ti)e, 

'S6 41) c-e4d|uiji) 'DO b'i:e4|i|i l)on) ; 
B)'6e4i)i) 11)0 ddc4 r^4c4)'6ce, 

a3ifT C4)l)n) le4c n)o d4|ub4t/, 
^r b}0'6 4 i)-'De4|iT)4)r n)4)Tift)e le4c, 

ildt; t;e4i)3ri)4)'6 l)on) 4 n)4|t4dl 
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Her neck, that's softer, fairer 
Than silk or plumes of snowy white ; 

For memory wild pursues her 
When severed from my longing sight 1 

III. 

Were thou and I, dear Smooth-neck I 

Of mild cheek and bosom white. 
In a summer vale of sweetness 

Reposing through the beauteous night ; — 
No liying thing around us 

But heath-cocks wild till break of dawn. 
And the sun-light of my bosom 

Were little Celia Connellan I 



WHISKEY, SOUL OF REVELRY. 
I. 

THE POET. 

Whiskey ! soul of revelry, 

Low in the mud you seat me — 
Possessed with all your devilry, 

I challenge foes to beat me— 
Behold my coat to shreds is done. 

My neckcloth down the wind has run — 
But ril forgive the deeds you've done. 

If you to-morrow meet me I 

o 
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II. 

ilrj r4||i 6jroip|'6 tnir4 4i) t;^|ftt|oi)t|, 

4>eri)r4 iot)4'o-coit)i)e l)on|, 

?l'r tJe4i)3ri)4|'6 l)oti) 4 x>-t;i5 4i) t;4b4||H)e, 
W4fi 4 B-f eic)|i c4||tt/ 4'r ci)454i|i|'6, 

il'r coc 4 'o-Tk5|i) 41) B4|t|U)le, 
il'r bjo'6 1)4 1)-40itt 4 i)^)ce le4t;, 

il'r riort)4t3r4 ci||i\se4x> \s4)ltie. 

III. 
Od ! n)o |«D(5|i 45iir ti)o d4|i4 *u, 

Wo rjun 43ttr ti)o BYt4t4)|t, 

Wo di)|ic, 11)0 cjS, n)o t;4l4H) tjf, 

Wo d[ir4d, 43ttr n)0 rc4c4, 
Wo t;|ie4b4'6 d^rd-o, n)0 d4p4)U cu. 

Wo B4 'r w)o d40')|ie 3e4l4 tju, 
^'r^ *4|i 34d 1)1-6 x>'4|i 4)r)n)i)JSe4r9 

Do doi)3b4)'D n))re p4)|ic le4t; I - 

IV. 

'S4 rt)i5in)1^) ri)rit}ne ri)4r54l4)d, 

JX c4)T;r)e4if)4d "oo pds l)on), 
N4 'DiflcrjS i:dr "oo'ii) d4|tTi4i)i)4dt;, 

il'r 3un -oe'i) d|i)e4'6 dd)|i ii)6, 
le4ij4D-riSe l)on) 3)1) 4'r nif^i 

B|i4t;4)|i 340)1 x>4ii) bjuoi) x>e'i) tJ-rrlc, 
)T C4)|i'oe4T-C|i1ott3 '04rt) bowl 0* punchy 

2l*r T;e4i)3ft)4)'6 l)on) 'o'4 td|ii^'6e4dx; 1 
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II. 

WHISKEY. 

When after hearing Sunday mass^ 

And your good psalm reciting^ 
Meet me at the wonted place^ 

'Mid tavern joys delighting. 
Where polish'd quarts are shining o'er 

The well-cock'd barrels on the floor. 
And bring sweet rhymes, a goodly store. 

To grace my smiles inviting ! 

III. 

BARD. 

My store, my wealth, my cousin bland. 

My sister, and my brother. 
My court, my house, my farm of land. 

My stacks— I crave none other. 
My labour, horses, and my plough. 

My white-fleec'd sheep, my cattle thou. 
And far beyond all these I vow 

To love you as a mother 1 

IV. 

Mild, beautiful, beloved one I 

Priz'd o'er all maids and misses! 
O! quit me not, or I'm undone, 

My fathers lov'd your kisses — 
My haunting sprite is rum, I trow ; 

My blood relations, draughts that glow ; 
My gossip is the punch-bowl — O! 

rU haste to share their blisses ! 
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Jr JonjTiA b|iY|S|i) 4*r e4d|ui)i), 

B| e4x>|U)Q 16 lUlte. 
tldt; 111 t^i)4i) bfidi) 4ti) 4)51)69 

'Nr4)|t l1ot)T;4it dil^ti) 4))t cU)t <;ii, 
^)o be4t) 45ur ti)o le4i)b til« 

^0 ti)4t4)1t 45ur t1)0 4C4)1t t^ 
^o ddT;4-ti)d)t 'r n)0 Mpp4|i til, 
*S 1)1 r54riV4)'6 11)6 50 b|i4t le4T5 1 

VI. 

C4)x> i)454oliJ4 )r Te4|iii 43411), 

4)4b-ftt)l 4 'D-c4Uiit) 6)|te4l), 
te4i)i) 4T b|i4i)x>4 4*r U)rce-be4*4, 

ildti D4d 'P-t;4541)1) 41) cUiu^td l)oii), 

6)101)1)4)111 rii'p 'oo'i) e45it}r» 

^4|i')r tt)6\i fijo ff)! 4r 4 ii)-be4i)i)ilSt;c4dc, 
2l'r 3r|i 11)4)* letf bjuoi) 'oo bl4)re4'6 -be, 
4)'6)r 4)f |i)i)i) TX) lftttS4i5 ^6^)1)1) I 



P^IJSCJN r)ONN.'» 



3n4^ le ii)-4i)4ii) 11)0 Pb4)n!ii) T)oi)D, 

il c|io)'6e 'r 4 b-4)3ne 45 54)n)'6 l)oii|, 

?l CJ0d4 3^414 11)4|l bUt; 1)4 1)«fb4lli 

•S4 pjob ii|4|i e4l4 U W4|ic4 ! 

♦ Paistin Fionn^ the Fair Young Child, 
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V. 

What quatrds dire W6 both hate had 

This year of ioirrdw sable! 
But 01 my bounding hedrt is glad 

To see you ferown the table — 
Dear fondling of the nuptial nest, 

My father kind, my mother blest, 
My upper coat, my inner vest, 

rU hold you wldle I'm able! 

VI. 

The friends, the very best I saw, 

While through the land a rover. 
Were brandy^ ale, imd usquebaugh, 

Of claret Tm no lover ; 
That liquor may the clergy bless — 

Though great I deem their holiness. 
They like the claret nevertheless, 

When Mass and psalm are over ! 



THE FAIR YOUNG CHILD. 



My PaiitiH Fionn is my soul's delight-^ 
Her heiirt laughs out in her blue eyes bright ; 
The bloom of the apple her bosotn white. 
Her neck like the March swan's in whiteness! 
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)r tmr4 tno niiti, tno iiiii), tno iiiiti, 

Jlr «ttr4 ti)0 iiiii) A*r ttjo S|U^ 5e4l, 

)r tmtA 11)0 |ifii)> 4'r njo doti)4i) 30 biui)— 

*S6 11)0 dtte4d 541) Tjfi 43411) tf-o ti)4t4)tt1t) I 

II. 

C4ri4 mo d[ior6e njo Pl)4)n5li) Tloi)i), 

B-\sr)l 4 X)4 ^ttiuiT!) 4)Tt ^4^6 ti)4|t bl4t i)4 

S-ctui)!), 
C4 ii))re r4e|i4)|i n)o P4irt;ji) Tloi)i). 
tldx; 4ti)4)t) 5Uit dUr 4 rl4|Dt;e 1 

CU)tt f4. 

)r tJur4 n)o jifii), njo |i(ii), njo fifii), 7c- 

II. 

4)4 n)-bei^)r)t)n 4t)i)r4 ti)-b4)le ii)-b)4i5 rtt5|i4i5 

4'r5ne4i)i), 

Wo )x>)|i -64 B4tttt4)le I4i) x>e le4i)i) ; 

^O ri»inil) 4* ft) 4|C) 'r mo Ult) |540) 1)4 Ce41)t), 

It ru34d x>o dlf 4)1) 4 rl4)i)ce I 

Jr t;ur4 11)0 iifii), n)o |iilD, mo |ifii), 7c. 
III. 

6) n)6 1)40) i)-oi'6de 4*n) l^^e 30 bodt;, 
O be)* r1t)t;e f40) 4i) x>H)i)D )'o)n ^4 *o|i, 
7i doii)4)t)i) 11)0 d|io1'6e,4'r m^ 43 rw)tt4li)e4'6 o|it/, 
*S 1)46 bip4S4ii)r) le |5e4x> '1)4 le 31406 tu ! 
Cijji Ts4. 
Jr «ttr4 11)0 |i{ii), 11)0 jifii), 11)0 jifit), 7C. 
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CHORUS* 



O! you are my dear, my dear, my dear, 
O! you arc my dear, and my fair love ; 

You are my own dear, and my fondest hope here ; 
And 01 that my cottage you'd share, love! 



n. 

LoTC of my bosom, my fair Fdistin, 
Whose cheek is red like the rose's sheen ; 
My thoughts of the maiden are pure I ween. 
Save toasting her health in my lightness I 
O ! you are my dear, my dear, &c. 



III. 

Were I in our village where sports prevail, 
Between two barrels of brave^ brown ale. 
My fair little sister to list my tale. 
How jovial and happy I'd make me! 
O! you are my dear, my dear, &c. 



IVi 



In fever for nine long nights Fve lain 
From lying in the hedge-row beneath the rain. 
While, gift of my bosom 1 I hop'd in vain. 
Some whistle or call might awake ye! 
01 you are my dear, my dear, &c« &c. 
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IV. 



C|i6i5ipe4'o ti)o d4tt4)X) 'r «)o <i4)|i'oe 540)1, 

?l*r ^n^isn* ii)6 4 ii)4i|ie4i) ^oe rt)i)4ib 4 

t;-r4oS4)l, 
1^1 tJri6i5i5e4x> le^ti) il)4|i*4ii)i) td, 5ii4* n)o dtioi-be, 
30 r1i)K4|i 4 5-c(5rt)]W TS401 dUji ii)6 1 

Ctt)|i T54. 
)r «ttr4 11)0 fiiii), n)o ittti), 11)0 jiiit), 
jlr tmr4 n)0 jiiii), 4*r n)o SM''^ 56^41, 
]r nux^rno |i^»)> 4'r ti)odoii)4i) 50 btt4i|, 
'S6 11)0 d|ie4d 341) t;f 45411) tf x) ff)4*4)|i1i) ! 



21N seor;i)0.* 

Bo^t) FtM'b jto d4t). 
I. 
Seototo)l! t)4 50)1 30 r6)U 
4)0 Se4tt4)|i 54!) 'oe4|iTi)4x> 4 'o-c4)r5e 54d retf)x> 
4>o bj 45 4*0 rii)re^4|i |i1oS'64 |i(5ti)4x>, 

^t) 6)11)1)1) )4T»-5l4)r dl^DD 4'r 60^4)1) I 

Seotd to)l, 1)4 30)1 50T<5)U 
Seotd le)i)b, 4 dttn)4)t)t) 'r4 r^)|i, 
^0 dtt)3 d64'o dttii)4'6 50 'Ottb4d fao) bjidi) 
'Cu 45 rile '1)4 rfil 4*r 'oo 66n\ 541) Wi) ! 

* The SeothOf or LvUdby^ was the extempore effusion of Owen 
Boe O'Solliyan, to soothe the infantile sorrows of an illegitimate 
child, which one of the victims of his illicit amours had left him. 
Owen*s patieooe and promises, it is said, were nearly exhausted, 
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From kinsfolk and friends^ my fair, I'd iee, 
And all the beautiful inaids that be^ 
But never I'll leave sweet pradh mo ehroidhe, f 
Till death in your service overtake me! 

CHORUS. 

O! you are my dear^ my dear^ my dear^ 
You are my dear^ and my fair love, 

You are my own dear, and my fondest hope here. 
And 0! that my cottage you'd share, love! 



THE LULLABY. 
I. 

Hush, baby mine, and weep no more. 
Each gem thy regal fathers wore. 
When Erin, Emerald Isle, was free. 
Thy poet sire bequeaths to thee I 

Hush, baby dear, and weep no more ; 

Hush, baby mine, my treasur'd store ; 

My heart-wrung sigli^ my grief, my groan, 

Thy tearful eye, thy hunger's moan I 



when the nnfortimate mother, mged by niatemal feeiings, agafai 
returned to claim the ohild. 

t Gradh mo ehroidKe, Love of my Heart The Irish is to be 
pronouioed m if written Gra ma ehree. 
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II. 

4>o $e4b4itt 4)|i x>-T;fr 4i) t;'rb4l 4-0 -Wi-o, 
4)0 B) 45 41) 'D-TJfiif |t 4 5-cli]X) 1140) do)ti)64'D ; 
?lt) r«4f 'DO b) 45 P4t) b4 5|te4i)i34 'i) t;-red)'o, 

'S 41) C-rl4T5 TX) bj 43 W40)r Sl)l0'6 -OlOl) 'Otf 't 

Seotd *o)l, 7c. 

III. 
4>o 5e4b4)fi 41) C4ol e4d 64x>THu>n) ds, 

4)0 Se4b4)|i 41) r^141) *r 41) x>)4ii4)t/ d)fi, 

6i 45 T4|lbe Tloi)i) b4 *e4i) 4i|i t;d)|i. 
?l5 ntt434'6 t>4ij4)|i 6 C1)4)re4l 30 Bd)t)i). 
Seotd to)l, 7c. 

IV. 

4)0 Se^4b4)|i clo)'6e4rt) rol^T ^t) 'oo|ii)-di)l d)|i 

4)0 bi 43 B|l)41) 43 nl4|l 1)4 rlu434, 

?li) b034 bi 43 Wu|id4'6 41) U|td4))t il)d)|i, 
?l3 C4t; Cltt4)i)-T34)iib 43 T;|ie4r34|i i)4 'o-T;iieo)i) ! 
Seotd co)l, 7C. 

V. 

2l|ix>-du 'i) tkDT'D)! d C4ire4l i)4 i)-d|ix>, 
O leo^i) t4)tde Bui)-B4)T;e i)4 redl, 
JoUji rl^be, C4ol d|to)x} deo)l, 
'S re4b4C i)4re)l3 d S3e)l3 i)4 r3edl. 
Seotd to)l, 7c. 

VI. 

4)0 Se4b4)|i lon)!^^) r4)'6b|fi 41) d)|i,' 
d)tt3 )4roi) t;|i641) x>o'i) 3bn6)3 4)ri bdii-D ; 
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li. 

I'll give the fruit the Phrygian hoy 
BestoVd on Venus, queen of joy — 
The staff of Pan, the shepherd's God, 
And Moses' wonder-working rod. 
Hush, haby dear, &c. &c. 

III. 

The steed of golden housings rare. 
Bestrode by glorious Falvey Fair, 
The chief who at the Boyne did shroud. 
In bloody wave, the sea-kings proud I 

Hush, baby dear, &c. &c. 

IV. 

Brian's golden-hilted sword of light, 
That flash'd despair on foeman's flight ; 
And Murcha's fierce, far-shooting bow. 
That at Clontarf laid heroes low 1 

Hush, baby dear, &c« &c. 



The courier hound that tidings bore 
From Cashel to Bunratty's shore ; 
An eagle fierce, a bird of song, 
And Skellig's hawk, the fierce and strong. 
Hush, baby dear, &c. &c. 

VI. 

I'll give, besides, the golden fleece 
That Jason bore to glorious Greece ; 
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*Sai9 x^fun-eAt cutAfs, ii|e4tt, cumAXAt 6s» 
"b) 45 CudttlU)i9 ce4i9ihuiitu'6 1)4 rli^^i. 
Seottf to)U 7C 

VII. 

4>o ^^4)11 rle4^ tlKlU b4 d4lif)4 4 q-Sletf, 
'S C|U0ire46 T)m 5^n rt)0|ll 4*0 '66|x> ; 
6roe Coi)i)4|l 'DO b-r]ir4'6 le t;|teoi9, 
'S r5l4t $e4l tl40)r 6 dtt40|B 1)4 rlu4$4. 
Seocd toiU 7C. 

VIII. 

4)0 5e4b4||t cloi'6e4ti) T|i)i) b4 l1oii)t4 4 i)-3led, 
'S 411 3^* ^ 43 4>|4|iff)tt|x> TJfiHt; 1)4 led^i)9 
Clo54x> ctt|Ut)T;4 Or3um rt)d||i, 
il)ft f4itde t)4 f 6it)t)e tfuod ^4C T^ftedfi). 
Seotd toil, 7C. 

X. 

4>o Se4b4||i 4 le)i)b ii)4|i ttjlle led 4t) t^-redj-o, 
X^hws ^Xo)yie x>'6)r 3^Ac6in| x>o*i) led34i|, 

tC*tl ti)4ttb ')pe4tt'D|4'D4 b4 -6)4!) 4 '0-XH5)|1, 

'S Cot)l40d tt4r4l, ti4|b|te4d dsl 
Seo^ «))l, 7c. 

XI. 

4)0 3e4b4i|i 341) rt)C4|ib4llip4|iii4)'6 54<i reoj-D, 
4)jot) bjuc x>ttb|i4'6 4>(ibl4|i)3 d)3, 
4>o deile4'6 4 3t)r)r a 3cdft)3|uc rltt43, 
'S 6 43 rlon-drji Uod 50 |540t) -64 x>-t;|ieo)|i. 
Seoxk5 tojl, 7c. 
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The harp-sung steed that history boasts, 
Cuchullm's — mighty chief of hosts ! 

Hushi baby dear^ &c. &c 

VII. 

His spear who wrought great Hector's fall. 
The mighty jayelin of Fingal ; 
The coat of mail that Gonnal wore, 
The shield that Naois in battle bore. 

Hush^ baby dear^ &c. &c. 

VIII. 

FingaFs swifl sword of death and fear. 
And Diarmid's host-compelling spear ; 
The helm that guarded Oscar's head. 
When fierce Mac Treon beneath him bled. 
Hushf baby dear, &c. &c. 

IX. 

Son of old chiefs I to thee is due 
The gift Aoife gave her champion true. 
That seal'd for aye Ferdia's doom. 
And gave young Conlaoch to the tomb. 
Hush, baby dear, &c* &c. 

Nor shall it be ungiven, unsung. 
The mantle dark of Dulaing young. 
That viewless left the chief who laid 
Whole hosts beneath his battle blade 1 
Hush, baby dear, &c. &c. 
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XI. 

4>o ie4b4)|i I1I0541) rt)1i) C4)r> iiK)*Aifwl, 
Jr 4ili)e 51)40), 'r ir C40)i)e riJttAT^ 

n4 't) ri6)iooD 5|iit)i) fni5 p|i)4ii) *r A ri^4S4, 

30 b4!) 1)4 C|i4o) 54!) cln) 541) cried||i. 
Seotd to)l, 7C. 

XII. 

4>o Se4b4)|i 1)1-6 i)4ii rt)i5'6e4r ojic fdr, 
3U)|i)e '60'r) tloi) bj-b b|t)o$ti)4|t ro^4rt)i5l, 
4>o C4ttrt4it)5e4d l)ebey 4t) |i6)lc)ot) ds, 
Ct)ttn) ]up)x;e|t l4od t)4 i)-'o6)tje 4)|i bdji-o. 
Seotd to)U 7C. 

XIII. 

4)0 5e4b4)ii civile t)4|i )i)r1'6e4r fdr, 
2lt) 54* ciis iloi)5ttr t;ri64t) *i)4 xhSit), 
4)0 ti)4C C4ln)4 U) 4)1)Tibi)e -64 Tb^ot) 4iTt t6)iiy 
^4|i b4 n)|i))c 41) Tl)14r)D 50 'Dj4t) *t)4 '6ed'64)5. 
Seotd f;o)l, 7c. 

XIV. 

4)0 5e4b4|)t r4)ll r4)n) ^slot) 4*r beoi|i,* 
2l'r 64'D4d't)4 i)4)ceb4 ff)4)re 'bo t|teo|t), 
ild d d jff) TX) ti)i^n)e 665411) r4i) lid'o, 
1^1 Se4llf4'o r4)n) 'bt^t; 'or4)r ^4 red)'o ! 
Seotd t;o)l, 1)4 501I 50 fd|l I 
Soto le)t)b, 4 drn)4))) 'r a n^jji, 
Wo dt)5d64'0 Cttii)4'6 50x>{ib46 ip40| b|idr), 
TjU 45 Tiler 1)4 tul 4'r 'DO <^wi 5^*) Wt) J 

* ^0or was a delicioaa liquor, andeoUy made fix>m mountain 
heath. Tradition aaserts that the Danes alone poasessed the secret 
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XI. 

And eke a maid of modest mien. 
Of charms beyond the Spartan qaeen. 
Whose awful, soul-subduing charms 
Mov*d Priam to dare a world in arms ! 
Hush, baby dear, &c. &c. 

XII. 

For thee shall sparkle, in my lays. 
Rich nectar from young Hebe's yase. 
Who fill'd the cup in heayen's abodes. 
For Joye, amid the feast of Oods. 

Hush, baby dear, &c. &c. 

XIII. 

Another boon shall grace thy hand, 
Mac Duiyne's life-protecting brand. 
Great Aongus' gift, when Fenian foe 
Pursued his path with shaft and bow I 

Hush, baby dear, &c. &c. 

XIV. 

And dainty rich, and beoir I'll bring, 

And raiment meet for chief and king ; 

But gift and song shall yield to joy — 

Thy mother comes to greet her boy I 

Hush, baby dear, and weep no more. 
Hush, baby mine, my treasur'd store. 
My heart-wrung sigh, my grief, my groan. 
Thy tearful eye, thy hunger's moan ! 

of pre|Mring it, and alto that for this pnrpoae thcj diWded th« 
heathj tracts among them in prefkenoe to the arable la&d. 
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I. 

^ Nelli-be Bl)4i) pi-b 14)H) l)oti) 4 d4Yt4'6 scaI ti)o 

diioi-be, 
^r l^ ")0 UH) 4iTi 'DO B|i434)x> ^6 i)i il)4mV« «)6 

bed ti)i'6e, 
4)otT)4f»)i!t5S 41) t5S|if)|i 43rr 41) T;S)0i)4ii) Se4l 4x> 

^Y3^?i nrscr b4nt Icatj^ tf)i)4ib b|ie4S4 b4ile 
lod4 B)4d.* 

II. 

4)4 nyo Ie4n)r4 Po|iT;rii)i)4 'srr b4)le lod4 Bm^> 
lY;n)i)e4d 1)4 loi)3 43ttr co^c4e Bl)4|le ^l* ClMt!»t 
^1|i 'DO ti)Y|i)i;)Tt x>o tib|l)f)i)re 4 le4* 43irr 

4 x>-t;tii41), 
4>otoi) 'orl4Ccle4H)r)4r le4X5 I4f4'04'r bl)4'64)i). 

III. 

Bei|t tt)o be4i)4dt;r4 50 Coi)4dG4 it)4Tt 4r 4^ 'do b) 
41) 5ne4i), 

^*T SO.'DTJI 11)0 b4l4)l)T;1l) 4T p4'D4 C4 tl ^4)11) ; 

ai) t3-)oi)4'D co)ije f'D b1 e4'DTi4)i) 43 tl^^e 'Of b4 

T^r4'6rt)rrt)4i) 
a ri 41) t;-Sioi)411j Se4l tjo do)i)3)b ii)e b1 I4i) 30 

b|ir4d. 

* BaUe-loeh-readhaeh, The town of Longhrea, on a lake of 
the same name, in the county Galway. 

t BaUe-ath-cliath, The Irish name for the dty of Dnblin. 
Car historians say that BaiU ath diath literally means the Town 
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NELLY BAN. 

I. 

O, sit beside me Nelly B6n, bright fayourite of my 
heart, 

Unless I touch thy snowy neck my life will soon 
depart — 

Vd swim for thee the river Suir and Shannon's wide- 
spread sea : 

Thou dost excel the beauteous maids of the town on 
blue Loch B/Ca 1 

II. 
Were mine the town on blue Loch Rea, Portumna's 

pleasant streets, 
The city of the Battle-ford, and Limerick of the 

fleets, 
Unto thy tribe these precious gifts I gladly would 

resign, 
Could gifts like these incline them, love, to make 

thee ever mine ! 

III. 
My blessing take to Connaught back, the land of 

friendship free, 
And to my own beloved who is so far from me ; 
On Thomond's dusky mountain, our meeting-place 

we chose — 
Swoln Shannon's waves detained me — in savage wrath 

they rose I 

of the ford ofhurdha ; but as eliath might mean either a hurdle^ 
or a hattU, I have chosen the latter Tersion as better suited to my 
verse. 

H 
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IV. 

4)ob t^^lY^ lion) 1)4 tt)0 64^411 4r 54i) 4iTiioti) 4 
^*r 1)4 i!4B4lT34r 1)4 t)4)itce [l01)4 le45TM|t t)4 

'114 T;t;4|t))c 'oe ^4^04)^ 6 Bl)4|le ^tx; Cl)4f; 30 

Lir;itt)t)e4d le bl)4'64it), 
N4 i!4ic|5|t) t;rr4 4 ijiA't 5)1 4)[i t|i4ix> B4)le lod4 

B)4d. 



4)ob te4nt 1)011) 30 ii)be)'6)t) ii)4[ib 43rr r1i)«© ^1^ 

41) t;-rl)4b, 
Wo I4ft) '6e4r 4i)4)[i'oe ^04 vioc4 43 4i) byn^d ! 
^ i)'C)4i) 3r|i fjt^t; ii)6 4 i)3|i4'6 le4t; 4 NoUj'be 

b4D t)4 ccli4tn9 
^'T 30 i)'De)|i 'DO ri)4tM)|tJY) i)46 4)1 I6j fi))re 'bt^x; 

tt)4Tt dl)4n)Y;t). 



U)lli4ii) <D4U, ti<5 d4r). 



21 i).5le4i)C4ib r^lrt) 1)4 l)-6)3rc b)!i), 
a b-p4i)i)'C4)r V6)i)») 4 i)-36)b 3<i^ 1^0) ; 
at) 'c-re4r)5-be4») sle b4 b64t4d 3t)40j 
4Do r3<ini)ru)''^ n)6> 'b6 i)-6)ii)i)r) j ! 
'B6 D-e)|i)DD 1 ! 

* *J7e n-Eirinn i, litenUlj means Whoever ahe be in Ireland, 
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IV. 

I would sooner than my gallant steed — I pass his 

hridle-rein, 
Or heirdom of the wide domain where stately deer 

are slain ; 
Than all that reach'd to Limerick of laden fleets 

this year, 
That in the town on blue Loch Rea I could behold 

my dear I 

V. 

01 that I were laid in death far on a hill away. 

My right hand high extended to feed the bird of 
prey, 

Since Nelly B&n, the theme of bards, I fell in love 
with thee, 

And thy mother says she'll have me not, her son-in- 
law to bel 



BE N-EIRINN I. 



In Druid vale alone I lay. 
Oppressed with care, to weep the day — 
My death I ow'd one sylph-like she. 
Of witchery rare, 'Be n-Eirinn if 

*Be n-Evinn if 
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II. 



N1 tfUd'OA ff)6 4nt t6}le N40IT 
0)U5 4|t 1)4 ihSAOi'dedl 4|]t 'o-ce^dx) 'oon CbluoiB, 
N4 41) Mb (ft) i)-5^^ 'oo d64T 41) T^tuoi, 
le 5114-6 tno dl6)b, 'b^ i)-6)|t)i)i) 1 ! 
*B6 n^miDD 1 ! 

III. 

'S b[ie454 'oe4r X)]i6)ii)]ie43 |i6r6 4 X)l40l, 
3o b4|i|i 41) t^|i 1)4 rUoD 4)|i bis, 
^ T/Ut-folT/ |i6)3'D0.'6e4l|U'6 4i) fllot, 
^m 3P4'6 11)0 dl6)b 'b6 i).e)ri|i)i) 1 ! 

•B6 D-einm 1 1 

IV. 

)r c4rrt)4|i, t;4aD4d 'oeufud b)T^)ii), 
3o c|t4i'6ce, C|teiii)e4d, cettro4 <f i) ii)i)4o), 
V43iKid, t!4or), 5^1) d6|ll, 4i[i b40ir, 
Ic 5ri4'6 x>o'i) b6i*, 'b6 i)-6||t)i)i) i ! 
*B6D.ei|iiDDl! 



^1|i i)e(5ii) i)-tt4iTi t6)3iii) 41TI wob p^Je TF)i)D, 

f 4 b|ldl) 4 3C6ll) 4'r 5A1) 4dl) ^0411) btjt))!), 
CJ4 teolr4'6 401) 2t)1)4C 4)6 411) l)01) 

2ld rtJtffi 11)0 dl6|b 'b6 D-eipii)!) 1 ! 
'B6D.e)Ti1Di)1! 
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II. 

The spouse of Naisi, Erin's woe — 

The dame that laid proud Ilium low, 

Their charms would fade, their fame would flee, 

Match'd with my fair, 'be n-Eirinn if 

*Be n-Eirinn if 

III. 

Behold her tresses uncoDfin'd, 
In wanton ringlets woo the wind. 
Or sweep the sparkling dew-drops free, 
Mj heart's dear maid, *be n-Eirinn if 
'Ben-Eirinnif 

IV. 

Fierce passion's slave, from hope exiFd, 
Weak, wounded, weary, woful, wild — 
Some magic spell she wove for me. 
That peerless maid, '^ n-Eirinn i! 
'Ben-Eirinnif 



But 01 one noon I clomb a hill. 

To sigh alone — ^to weep my fill. 

And there Heaven's mercy brought to me 

My treasure rare, *be n-Eirinn if 

'Ben-Eirinnif 
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U)llMn) 4)4ll tt^ d4t). 



?l*r cU1)4 TAOiTJe 4|i e4rB4)'6 5[ii5 541) dlr4)i), 3411 

r«4iT5 ; 
341) c4t)4'6 I40I, 541) Tle4S4, 341) f lot), 541) ci)r4r, 

541) ce4Ttx>, 
tlr b|uit 4Ti1r AT CaiciHd d1 U4ll4d4)D I 

II. 

N4 ii)e4r4)5)'6e 5r|i C4)le d|i1oT) t)4 5^4)|ie4d4t), 
N4 C4|U)d1i) 4T) 4)r)tip rf)1i)-'C4)r» Br4C4d, ri)i)4f»)i5l ; 

Jr ?AX>4 4tl1r b4 b41)4ltqt4 1, 'r 1>A ff)(5|l 4 l)-4'64l, 

4)4 ri)be)'6e4'6 4dt; 411 Kis 45 C4it;il1f) i)i 
U4lUd4)D ! 

III. 

B4 '6e4r A 51)40) x>4 ti)4)tiin)lT Ic lir454'6 i)4il)4X), 
BtUG4 r1o'04 45 T;4TinYiT)5 540)T;e 'r br4'6 drti) 

b4b; 
PU)*© 50 5|id)'6e (5b4C4r C)fj 4i)r4r 50 T5|i4d'D 

2l5 ll)4C 41) BI5 4)|l Cl)4)t5)l1l) 1)1 U4ll4d4)1) ! 

* In this political poem, composed by blind William Hefiemin, 
commonly called Uilliam Dall, Ireland is personified uider the 
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CAITILIN NI UALLACHAN. 

How sad our fate, driven desolate o'er moor and 

wild, 
And lord and chief, in gloom and grief, from home 

exil'd. 
Of songs divine, and feasts and wine, and science 

lorn, 
We pine unseen for CaitUin ni Uallachan, 

II. 

Suppose not thou that wrinkled brow, or unkempt 

hair, 
Or long years' rigour did e'er disfigure the queenly 

Fair— 
Her numerous Race would find their place on Erin's 

lawn. 
If the prince had been with his CaitUin ni 

Uallachdn, 

III. 

Fair were her cheek could we live to wreak the foe- 
man's rout. 

And flags would gleam to the breeze's stream o'er 
victory's shout ; 

And richest plaid on the happy maid may trail the 
lawn. 

If the Prince had been with his CaitUin ni 
Uallachdn! 

name of CaiiUin jit Uallach&n, or Catharine 6 Houlihan. 
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IV. 

S5[iC4'04iiH01'o le l)-4T;dt5tj1'6e drii) r4i) i)4 T)5Mr» 
4)0 deap i)a T31o|i*4, twiUH) t;)Tiin), 'r CTir4d4ib 

4rix>; 
4>o T541P T)4 ccjtijpdloU punsl'^* 5C4l-drAi)C4 > 

'cn4i3, 
2I3 cr|i iikUiiit; c|i1de 4|i Cb4it;irii) i)1 tUlUd- 
4)1)! 

V. 

2tt) t;6 t^Tt|tY;t)3 )rM^l T;Tie4r t)4 ^i4orDe KtU'6 6 

T)4ff)1(|X), 

4)0 be4t4i'6 x)40ii}e '04*4X) siiri)^)^^ 41)1UT le 

b-4ri4r); 
4)0 i)e4TtT;4i'6 ^40ir 4 ii)e4r5 ^ i)4it)4ix>e, i!r4T54)l, 

)r t>4b4iTi 'dIoi) x)0 C1)4ix;il1i) i)1 U4ll4d4in ! 



» S1))0B1)21N 21 BUN.* 



^ Sblob4T) 4 BtiD, n «w xjo fl)4|ib tije ni4rt), 

21 Sl)|0b4l) 4Ktl1), ir tJtt X>0 b4|T) X)l0tl) 11)0 dj4ll, 

21 Sblob4i) 4 Kt5n» ir «ii diUtuiir e4'D4|i ti)e 4'r 4) j4, 
2l'r b-i!e4|iTi '6¥ji)i)e bei* 341) r^lib i)4 cii tejcn^ 
4Ttl4ii) ! 

* I found these fugitive lines untranslated in Hardiman's 
** Minstrel^,*' and bare taken the liberty of transferring them 
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IV. 

We raise our eye with suppliant cry to the Lamh of 

Grace 
Who form'd the tide — did the lands divide — gave 

hills their place — 
Who spread around the seas profound, and bay, and 

lawn — 
To change the scene for Caitilin ni XJaUach&n! 

V. 

Who Israel led where the Red-sea sped its waves 

of fear, 
His table spread with Ileaven's blest bread for forty 

year, 
In favouring hour gave Moses power and freedom's 

dawn. 
Shall come to screen his Caitilin ni UaUachdn! 



O, JUDITH, MY DEAR. 

I. 

O, Judith, my dear, 'tis thou that hast left me for 

dead; 
O, Judith, my dear, thou'st stolen all the brain in 

my head; 
O, Judith, my dear, thou'st cross'd between Heaven 

and me. 
And 'twere better be blind than ever thy beauty to see I 

hither, and giving them an English dress, which they veiy lichlj 
deserve. Siobhan is Anglicised Judith^ by the Scotch, and Jo- 
hanna,' by the Irish. 
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II. 

^r b|ie4S ^ 'oo not, IX X5U aij c-red^'o 'oo cttiiH'6 

30 ce4Tit; ; 
Jr «tt 'd C4il1i) d3 T)4d tuiB dlc4d, in)i|iT;e4d ledil) ; 
4Do Sji^A-b iiHti 41) |u5r 4'T x>o j^ds njAji fllleA-b i)4 

ti)-be4d, 
ft'r S^n 6 'DO dedl tifti'b tnrs ti)6 d ^i)e4r ^ 

te4|ic I 



I. 

Ojtwie b}or 411) It^je 411) r^^^i 

'S 11)6 4i|i br4itiC4'6 c|i6 i)4 C4*4)Se; 
4)0 til) 41) «r1*-be4D, t;r1tJle4d, t;rr4)[ic, 

T^4ob 1)011) rv*4r 43 'o64n4ii) C4*4i3e : 
B4 d4ol 4 cdtt), 4 c]uob-tolt; T;|tdii), 

2l3 ce4dx> 30 boij 16) i)4 rP^*4)3e, 
B4 'bt^be 4 3nif*413 'i)4 4?) 3^4l, 

'S b4 3)le 4 3[ir4x> *i)4 1)4 l)-?lll4)'6e 

II. 

4)0 doi)4|ic 1, 31)40) 341) 3n^4)ii), 
a cl40i)-|io)r3 r4)f;i)e 'r^ b64l C4i)4)3e ; 

a ii))oi) diod, ciit^i), 3641, C|ir4)'6, 
a)|i 4 ii)ii)-di)e)r t^4|i i)4C bpi^l ^;e4r4)3e ; 

* This allegorical poem, in which the genius of Ireland, imper- 
sonated by a queen of Faeiy, leads the charmed mortal through the 
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U. 

Thy person is peerless — a jewel full fashion'd with 

care. 
Thou art the mild maiden so modest at market and 

fair, 
With cheek like the rose, and kiss like the store o' 

the hee. 
And musical tones that call'd me from death unto 

thee! 



THE VISION OF JOHN MCDONNELL. 



One night, my eyes, in seal'd repose. 

Beheld wild war's terrific vision — 
When lol beside my couch arose 

The Banshee bright, of form Elysian! 
. Her dark hair's flow stream'd loose below 

Her waist to kiss her foot of lightness ; 
The snows that deck the cygnet's neck. 

Would fail to peer her bosom's whiteness! 

II. 

I saw her —mild her angel mien ; 

Her azure eye was soul-subduing ; 
Her white round breast and lip were seen"* 

The eye of wonder ever wooing — 

prindpal haunts of the fairj host, is yaloable, if it were only for its 
delineatioii of the mythological topography of the country. 
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91 1)4oUdo|tp r©4i)3, 4 ti6iS-d|iob le4B4||t, 
a C40l T;|to)$ te4T)» AD^ix) 'r^ n)4|l)$e ; 

Bjod sni TJ|ir4S ti)6 43 41) ccle4r4i5e. 
III. 

^tj r4iti '6e4Tic4r 1 'oo b)034r r^^r, 

30 b|sioi)4in r4)tn C4'ti b4 4r 1 ; 
N'lofi tNoc4i r'h 'DO rsc^jij ri ^^im. 

'S bior 30 x>r4iiic x)6)r n)o rD4[i4)3e: 
4>'^S7or 30 l<^n) W '0613 le fot), 

Njofi 40i)C4 lioii) 'r rt)6 4 ii)e4|U)5e 
3r[l le41)4r 1 'DO!) cjp b4 ^41-6, 

30 ri* 1)4 i)3li^A3Ad c6 3r[i bi:4X>4 '). 

IV. 

t^l31") mor AnlT 'DO iir4)3. 
30 ri* C|ir4df)4, *r 30 rit! Se4i)4)3e ; 

30 r1* 40)b)f), 40)Se4[l'64, |ir4'6, 

^411 4 tl)bix> 1)4 rllf^AJA FC T340|b 1)4 be4tJ4)3e 

3o l)40lb|i03 Bdif) aoi)34)r 0)3, 
^3 |s&id4)i) |iedH)4ti), 'r -^3 x)64i)4H) fe4rc4)5i^ 

N) tu)b 4 vvAmrrs rm d4 riwr» 

2lcx> 1 -DO Slr4)re4dx> c|i6 1)4 be4l4)5e. 



T^iSltt) 30 ri* rt))c tin i)4 ccTir4d, 
3o C[i40)b BiutTb, 'r ^131") 30 Xje4H)4||i ; 

3o ri* ^»)oc V)m, 40)b)fj, tr^n, 

'S no)b)U Bu4'6 tte TMO)b t)4 CYt4)5e : 
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Her sylph-like waist — her forehead chaste — ^ 

Her ivory teeth and taper finger — 
Twas heayen, 'tis true, these charms to view — 

Twas pain within their sphere to linger! 

III. 

** Fair shape of light I thy lowly slave 

Entreats thy race — thy travels' story." 
Her white arm gave one beckoning wave — 

She vanish'd like a beam of glory! 
My questioning call unheeded all, 

My cries above the breezes swelling, 
As, fill'd with woe, I northward go, 

To Orugach's distant, fairy dwelling! 

IV. 

Through fair Senai-^through Crochan's hall 

I wildly chase the flying maiden ; 
By fairy fort — ^by waterfaU, 

Where weir'd ones wept, with sorrows laden! 
My footsteps roam great Aongus' dome. 

Above the Boyne, a structure airy — 
In hall and moat these wild words float, 
" She onwards treads the haunt of Faery!" 



Mac Lir, I sought thy proud abode — 
Through Creeveroe my question sounded—- 

Through Temor's halls of state I strode. 
And reach'd Cnoc-Fhirinn spell-surrounded. 
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Bl)1 064*0 be4i) 6s, b4 r^tije c\&tf 
^5 6in5e4f ceoH 'r 45 'D64i)4ti) 4irc1Sef 

^ Bipod4iti ^jBjU 'r tiloSMt) tr4'6ri)rif)4)i), 
*S fi)1le 5|ir434d 5I6 le s^lTSI'^e ! 



VI. 

4)0 b1 41) Tnn*-l>e4i), T;ri*le^<i» cpr4)]ic, 
4>o dt^fi 41TI br4i]tT; ft)e 4ft) lutMi^e ; 

N4 HiSe 30 ti)40)i)e4d, njH^'i^^U IT^r, 
*S 4 'Ol40i-dr4d4 16) 50 1)4ltM)3e : 

4>|s64d 4 1)4ll 50 tt)40]t'64, t1)4U> 

B4 I6))t 'D) 4)Ti b4ll srfi ft)6 x>o le4i) % 
^)|i x) *r «tir4S 1)1) 'oo dr4)|ix>, 
C)5 4i)r4r *r ^r« 4|i cce4n)4)Se. 

VII. 

" Wo di)e4'D," 4)|i r1> " «)o ^15-6)1) 4)|i br4)]iT;, 

Wo till, 11)0 fUwS, 11)0 Uodtut) 34)ir5)'6e ; 
4>o d)te4d 4 cc\C\o6a'6 C40)ti)t)cc, c)tr4)'6, 

4>o Ijoniu'b lr4)t; t)4 T;T;)t64i) T;T;[te4r4)i6 : 
W4|i Bi-D |!40) ded 541) b[ij3 S4d Id 

1^4 dtji)5 41) bjid)!) 1^40) 1)4 54llt53e ; 
)r I0f!)4'6 ii)4C 'oUir 'OJbe4]lt4 r4)f!), 

'S 4 Cfijort; i)4d t;iir4S it)6 i)4 i)e4rb4)Se l" 

VIII. 
4>'f)4|![U)Se4r 'O) C)4 1 41) bl)4'6t51) 

4>'40)r 41) C)5e4iii)4 be4'6 41) Te4|i 3Tio)'6e, 
1^4 KJ3 4)ji 340)'6)l 30 b|ijo3ri)4|i, x>)4t), 
2I3 x>ib)|iT; |:)4'6 ptjc 6 1)4 l)4Ut53e, 
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By Aoivil-roe, 'mid wine-cups' flow, 

A thousand maids' clear tones were blending ; 

And chiefs of the Gael, in armed mail. 
At tilt and tourney were contending! 

VI. 

The Smooth-skin fair, whose witching eye 

Had lur'd me from my pillow dreamy, 
'Mid shadowy hosts was seated high, 

Uer coal-black tresses wild and streamy — 
She said, while shone her proud glance on 

The form she knew that long pursued her, 
' We much deplore thy wanderings sore, 

Now list our wrongs from the fierce intruder." 



VII. 

^' I weep, I weep, my woe-struck bands. 

My country, hosts, and chiefs of bravery — 
The cold, rude Alien spoil' d their lands. 

And ground their strength in bitter slavery ; 
Crush'd, weak, obscure, they now endure 

Dark sorrow's yoke beneath the stranger ; 
And the True and High in exile sigh — 

Heaven, how I need each brave avenger!" 

VIII. 

"Say, O say, thou being bright! 

When shall the land from slavery waken ? 
When shall our hero claim his riglit. 
And tyrants' halls be terror shaken ?" 
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4)0 'bf!) r1 4 bedl 1)1 '6rb4i|iT; Dior n\6 
Sco 'ii n^^^l «)4P cc<5 1 ^^ «)4^ rl3C^-5AO|*, 

*S 1)11 cf i)Twr T^r te t;4b4)]tT; 4 ccoi|i 
Ca l)4fi) -DO ipdntiplTbcAfi 4|]i 411 De4rb4)Se ! 



w^)4>)N sem t;sawB«i)6- 



Wai'Dii) 3C4l T;r4ti)|U)'6, co)r 4b4i) 41) Bi3e,* 

4)e4tiC4r 41) diilf)oi) -6116)11)11646, '601) ; 
B4 *ifje 4 berl-src )oi)4 rw^i) rl^4S rlSe^. 

B4 3ile 4 3]ir4'6 *i)4 ci^pe i)4 ctm)!) — 
21 ci^nili) C40l C4)lce — 4 n\iO)i)t) c4ol t;e4i) 

21 54b4)l le fof) f40) t^T^lSJb le f 4i) — 
2lri ii))n 30 ii)r5i)t;e, 4 S)le (fi) i)5le4ij, 

2t)ri)4 cc)0C|54)6 w 16411) 1)1 b6)x> ii))r) rl4i) ! 

II. 
2li) r4)ti tir54'6 41) dt^ltiofi t4)i))C be4d b|i), 

le C)Ot 11)6414 ll)1l)6 4)|t 4 C46[t b60l ; 

Pd34r-r4 41) dt)lt)otj dfH)ri4, 3e4l, 3nffi» 

B4 3ite)'664fj4d t;4]i l)fj 4te 6)rt;)5 \e nfx^edi — 

Cr4i'6 'D64I3 4 3]i1or St^b ii)4]i d64l3 v\i6 n)' d)t0)'66, 
4Di!43 11)6 341) b]i1S 3)'c> b|idi)4d l6 |i4'6, 

N4d )0i)34i)C4d b6d 11)6 \e C64I3 ^[16 m* dti0)x>6, 
N4 C64'D4 'DO Cl40)'664'6 ]idri)4ii)r4 'd4 3|i4'6 ! 

* Abhan-an Righe, a river of the county KilkeDny. It is called 
Avonretf or the King*$ Aver, fW>m the death of the monarch, Niall 
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She gives no sign — the form divine 

Pass'd like the winds by fairies woken — 

The futnre holds, in Time's dark folds. 
The despot's chain of bondage broken! 



ONE CLEAR SUMMER MORNING, 
r. 
One clear summer morning, near blue Avonree, 

A stately brown maiden flash'd full on my way ; 
More white was her brow than the foam of the sea ; 

More holy her voice than the fairy choir's lay! 
Her slight waist was chalk-white, her foot light and 
smooth 
Glanc'd air-lifted over the wild, grassy slope — 
**Fair light of the valley," I said to her sooth, 
" My heart's health is gone if you yield me no 
hope!" 

II* 
At the birth of the maiden, a hutnming bee flew. 

With a rich honey-shower, to her berry-red lip — 
I snatch'd, from the fair one, the sweet, fragrant dew ; 

'Twas rapture entrancing — ^but what did I sip ? 
A sting from her red lip sped, swift as a dart. 

Its way to my bosom — ^how woful to say ; 
^Tis strange that I live with the barb in my heart. 
While thousands have died of her love since that 
day! 

who, about the middle of the ninth oentoiy, was drowned in its 
waters daring a flood, while he was endeavoaring to preserve the 
life of a soldier of his train who had been swept into the cnrrent of 
the river. 

I 
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U2l)U-3UC Vn aO)BN)S- 
UU]4n) 4>4ll ttd d4t). 



^)Xi b|ir4d 1)4 CoiUe tt)d]tte, 

1^4 d]lU4'6-b[UC4|'0 bttd|1), 

4)0 redUTb srf; 411) dlu4r4'6, 

B4 ni4i]tce 1)011), ^4 ^66, 
N4 cedl 1)4 ciit^x; ir 'n44)ft))i) 

^Y 1)4 s^n ^ loi) r4 i)-ii4)5i)e4r 

4)0 b6 ccdl b4 b)i)i)c 4)|i cii4)|it> l)on), 

4>4 3-CU4l4'D 'DOI) Tr-rd|tTJ. 
II. 

N4'i) cedl -DO Tni34)X) ^14)5 tl|i 

t;4|i ii)d|i it)t^|i d*i) Bdjrt), 
N4 41) rpd)]iT; x>o '66)m'o 3tiU454)'6 

21 3-c|iii4)'t)-l)r 1)4 rlu45 
N4*i) S€fd)i) 'DO l6)3)'o cii4d4 

30 i)U4'6 do)r co)U6 4 fi)-b|tii4d ci)0)C ; 
2l'r 54d b|idi) sttfi dt^ii n)0 dU4)|ix> x>1oii) 

Wui)4 ii)-be4'6 at)4ll4)Se be43 O ! 

III. 

S4)te be4d x>o lut^s l)i)t) 

21)11 xm4)]i)r5 4 'o-ciied)n,* 
2li) fd3rt)4tt 'DO be4'6 30 bu4'64)tt;4 

2i*r 341) ru4ic4)r 4)3 Sedn 

The poet seeing a swanu of bees conftiaet} and wild at the loss 
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THE VOICE OF JOY. 



By Rilmore's woody highland. 

Wandering dark and drear, 
A voice of joy came o'er me, 

More holy to mine ear 
Than wild harp's breathing dreamy, 

Or blackbird's warbling streamy ; 
No seraph choir conld frame me 

Such soft music dear! 

II. 

More sweet than anthems holy 

Brought seaward from Rome, 
Than spells by wizards spoken 

O'er stolen maiden's doom, 
Or cuckoo's song inspiring 

Where woods green hills environ — 
Save love for one fair siren, 

It banish'd my gloom. 

III. 

The golden bees were ranging 

The air for a chief — 
'Twas freedom's trumpet woken, 

And dark tyrants' grief; 

of the queen bee, accepts the omen as a prognostic of the destruc- 
tion of the English power in Ireland. 
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Sedittre td\i le4ri ^64 ttiU54'6 
)'r 41) 66r? 'oo B^od 50 bu4C4d 

341) dfi 1)4 b4|lt;e 4iti biuit) ^|b 
)'r ^1 «|iii4S lio") -A n)-b]idi) ! 

IV. 

^ S]tdi)4|U -04 t!)-ber6|i)i) r1^«cr 
1^40) d]tii4i^le4C 4 3-co|ft)e4'o, 

30 rtt4T)ft)4|i 4iti r^6i ; 

le Td]ir4 4*r i)e4tit; n)o 3U4|lle 
ai) ysd-o 30 5-C4itnpit) nwr 'olofi) 

2lY rne ce4dx) t4ti fi)'4ir 50 lii4|ft)i)C4d 
1^40) tm4i]tft) 41) rs^foil ! 



I. 

a [uoiti T «)* c^|iD4tt) 411 i)eoii), 
^)|i 4t) C40b eile 'boi) ^e6\u V iijbjfi) ; 

4)0 t40bl)4)5 4t) rP^n-B€f41) 4fl) ddljl, 

4t>)p43 iD40f!)i)4d, b]xeor6t;e, I45, rifi - 
4>o 56)llior 'd4 n)6iij *r ^^4 cldt), 

4)4 berl c4T)41'6, bed-tl)|l)ri bjf) ; 
*S 3r]i 16)11) 11)6 |!4 ^66)^)1) x>rl i)4 cd)]i, 

's 4iri e)rie i)i 'i)edr4)i) c)4 bi ! 

* The author of this beautiful love song is unknown ; but it 
would seem that he was a native of the county Keny, as this is 
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And George, a homeless ranger — 

His tribe, the faithless stranger. 
Far banish'd— and their danger. 

My glad heart's relief I 

IV. 

If o'er me lay at Shronehill 

The liard flag of doom, 
And came that sound of sweetness 

To cheer the cold gloom — 
Death's darksome bondage broken. 

My deaf, dull ear had woken, 
And, at the spell-word spoken, 

I'd burst from the tomb! 



FOR IRELAND I'D TELL NOT HER NAME. 

I. 

One eve, as I happen' d to stray 

By the lands that are bordering on mine, 
A maiden came full on my way. 

Who left me in anguish to pine — 
The slave of the charms, and the mien. 

And the silver-ton'd voice of the dame. 
To meet her I sped o'er the green ; 

Yet for Ireland I'd tell not her name! 



the most popular song in that part of Monster. IVadition attri- 
butes it to a yonng nuin who fell violently in love with the affianced 
bride of his own brother. 
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II. 

an^'o ]i4r6T;e fi)o Beoil 'oo Bei* flop ; 

3o ^Deiti)|t) 'Dt^C -DO '6&lt)f4n) -DO tt)&t>9 

4)0 I6||i di||i 4 ccd||i *x ^ ccti}d : 
4>o I6i5f|fj 50 Iftjii pwiii '04n) rt;^|i, 

<1>0 b64)tf4li) 4t) d|UOb T)) '1)4 'Ddi'D ; 

'S 4i]i ei|ie 1)1 'i)edr4iij c)4 1)1 ! 



III. 

'C^ rp6in*rin^5iou it)40tt'64, n)<K>4it)ni, ^3, 

^)|i 41) t;4oB e)le -bo'i) Tiediu 'i)4 ft)b)n) ; 
"CA f 6)le Vr 'D40i)4dt;, 'r n)edt), 

'S 'De)re Tttf-ii)dti4f) r-^ n)i)40) : 
'C4 folc4 16) 45 Tnf5T;)ii) 50 fed|i, 

30 coc4i)46, dii)bfud, bt^-^e, 
•C4 l4r4 )oi)4 le4Ci|i) ii)4|i tidr ; 

'S 4)|i eijie 1)1 'i)Cor4|i) c)4 1)1 ! 



IV. 

^ r4in-tm ^1 iJ4)riTje46 i)oii) |!6)d, 

'S fi)e 4)ti)oit) ^04 n)f ^x>)|i l)oii) rsi^lob ; 
B1)e)'6)i) 5tt4'6if)4|t le b4i)-di))r i)4 ccfuob 

4>4 b|S4^l9 4)|i)5*e d 40)ije C)4 bl ? 
•^4)11 c4)i)t;e 'r i)1 c4r o]iii) 6, 

3t*|t le 'D4i)4dt/ 'DO t6)$)n) Ic4t; ^04 m3C4ri), 

Ni F*W)n 30 i^Tni c4)ii) 4)11 4 r3*irt)> 

30 bp^l i)4)|ie o|w; 4 16)5654-6 'dfjij c)4 hi ! 
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II. 

Would she list to my love-laden voice. 

How sooth were my vows to the fair ; 
Would she make me for ever her choice 

Her wealth would increase by my care — 
I'd read her our poets' sweet lays. 

Press close to my wild heart the dame. 
Devote to her beauty the bays ; 

Yet for Ireland Td tell not her name! 

III. 

A maiden young, tender, refin'd. 

On the lands that are bordering on mine. 
Hath virtues and graces of mind. 

And features surpassingly fine ; 
Blent amber and yellow compose ^ 

The ringleted hair of the dame. 
Her cheek hath the bloom of the rose ; 

Yet for Ireland Fd tell not her name I 



STANZAS SUPPLEMENTARY TO THE FOREGOING. 
IV. 

Sweet poetl incline to my prayer— 

For O! could my melodies flow, 
I'd sing of your ringleted fair. 

If haply her name I could know. 
You are censur'd, permit me to say. 

Nor grieve I you suffer the blame — 
Some blot doth her beauty display. 

When for Ireland you'd tell not her name! 
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V. 

^ Bbttfiws ! tin iilt^ttWl 5AT) d4)n), 
N}o|i b-1oi)5i)4 liofi) r^4ile -041) ^[i ; 

Nd iifSrS 'oo Beit tkiB4Ti'64.x>o ti)t)4|b, 
30 fi)beit fol) 4111 4 5c4il x>o titj* riot ; 

Se4d rJiMii x>o 'nrB4l4'6 4 Ut), 

o't) Sinn 30 ^^V 41) r^lic coir Uoi, 

TjtAtxi drS4ii)-r4 45 >454|l cfi)C4ir 411) B4b, 
'S 4)11 ei]ie 1)4 tti4c'qpni) C)4 bl ! 



BBU)N3)ou Ba)te act) sa^Najs,* 

yo% " Po]it; 3d|ix)0D." 

I. 

a a)l)4)|ie 4 3ii4'6 )r '^^ «4ii)* 6ti4'6, 

Od ! tMavil x>o I4ii) 30 x>lY)t t^ti)^? 
'S 3r|i 'Dr4l '0411) hvA'trsA ci^ex>*y^^}\^ 

30 b|i4t 1)4 x>64i) fi)e T6)f l-cd-o — 
a dtjl 1)4 i)X)r4l 4r6 n)o drit)4'6 30 br4i), 

N4d bys^liw) le^^c T!^4i'6T;e 4 ccle4rt)i)4r»i 
B6)'6e4X) 30 'Dr4i|ic ip4 t1o|i Snr4)n), 

a)4 bi^bjii 4 bf 4'o r4)fi)re 4 4!)r4dt; ! 

* ^at'/tf-aM-tSAamAnaif. BallyhatmU^ a market town in the 
barony of Ck)steUo, county Mayo. It had a monastery for fHars 
of the order of St Augustinei endowed by the fomily of Nangle, 
who, in after time, took the name of Gostello. It subsisted till the 
reign of James I., and at the insurrection of 1641, was restored by 
some friars of the same order. — LewU^t Topoffraphical Diction- 
ary, 

Mr. Hardiman, who leaves this song untranskted in the first 
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O, Browne, of the pure spotless fame! 

I never would marVel to see 
A clown thus consigning to bUme 

Those charms that so beautiful be — 
But you that have roam'd by the Lee, 

And the scenes of the Suir did proclaim, 
Why ask you my secret from me. 

When for Ireland Td tell not her name ? 



THE MAID OF BALLYHAUNIS. 



My Mary dear! for thee I die, 

O! place thy hand in mine, love — 
My fathers here were chieftains high. 

Then to my plaints incline, love. 
O, Plaited-hair! that now we were 

In wedlock's band united. 
For, maiden mine, in grief TU pine. 

Until our vows are plighted! 

▼olmne of the " BGiiBtrelssr/' says that it was oompoeed by a fHar 
of the monaateiy of idallyhaiiiiia, irho fell in love with a beautiful 
girl of that plaoB. With every- respect for the inperior informa- 
tion of Mr. Hardiman, I beg to say that this lyric, so creditable to 
the poetic genius of Gonnaught, and which stands forth among the 
happiest eflforts of the pastoral muse of Ireland, was, in all likeli- 
hood, written by a youthful student of the monastery, as the se- 
cond stanza beuti dear proof that the lover is one not arrived at 
manhood, and who is subject to his fiither*s control. 
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^ BUi* 1)4 cc40tt t4TtU n)6, 

CUoiT^T^e, cti6)*, le 5|ie4fj 'otjc ; 
XS4i|i f40i It)' 'b^iSit) 4 n^n 11)0 dl6)b 

'S tMb4)tt SfUTb 341) dUoi), 541) d4ti) iMii). 
T4[U0)]i 5^411 ! ir «)e^ 4^ <^^4fl 5^^ <i^lll 

•S -00 <^ii)4)]tle ii)*4t4ti i)1o|i f it)li5Se4r 
'S srji b*6 cdii)Tt4'6 X)64D4d 4 x>f b4iti« r^ l)Oit) 

" Cri^Sre^ Berl 4* l)4ti)D4)r J" 

III. 
^t'o trj fi)6 5|i4'6 'DOT) drjlli) b4i), 

a)|i df 1 41) s^m'olt) P^t)4)]xe ; 
4>ox) b6)l1i) T;l4)t; ti)4tt dfb4|ii)4 ctt4^» 

'DOT) '64 Stir4'6 '6e4ti3 ii)4|i d40ttdoi) : 
iyo'o berl ir b)i)e 'i)4d dr4d 4)|i bile, 
'S 1)4 ce)le4b4tt C40)t) i)4 i)en)l4)f;, 
Wo leri) 'r n)o ii)|Ue4'6 ! 341) n)6 'r «^4 drti)4)i), 
^5 64ld54'6 le 1)4 d6)le. 

IV. 

^ SM-^ 'r 4 titji) ^04 i)5lr4nrTe4'6 liofi) 

30 V)\l 1)4 loi)5 4r 6)11)1) ? 

MVl ^lt)i)e4r c)i) 1)4 T>i5iirer ciio)^)^ 

W4d le)Se4'nFi13e 41) s^t) 4it)tirr, 
S cf 41) iierlc edltjr «4ti ii)i)4)b i)4 isd'ol 4 

2l5nr co)i)i))'6 434X> |!6)i) &n ii)b4r »J)« 
0)|i 341) 5n4r4 x>6 1)1 it)4)|if)'6 11)6, 

^iji 41) Tnrn4)'o ro Bijeri 4* i)4ii)i)4)r '. 
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II. 

Thou, Rowan-bloom, since thus I rove. 

All worn and faint to greet thee, 
Gome to these arms, my constant love. 

With love as true to meet me ! 
Alas! mj head — ^its wits are fled, 

I've faird in filial duty— 
My sire did say, " Shun, shun, for aye 
That Ballyhaunis beauty P' 

III. 

But thy CMIn bdn* I mark'd one day, 

Where the blooms of the bean-field cluster. 
Thy bosom white like ocean's spray, 

Thy cheek like rowan-fruif s lustre. 
Thy tones that shame the wild birds' fame 

Which sing in the summer weather — 
And O! I sigh that thou, love, and I 

Steal not from this world together! 

IV. 

If with thy lover thou depart 

To the Land of Ships, my fair love, 
No weary pain of head or heart, 

Shall haunt our slumbers there, love — 
O! haste away, ere cold death's prey. 

My soul from the^ withdrawn is ; 
And my hope's reward, the churchyard sward, 

In the town of Ballyhaunis! 



* Ci^nh&n^ fair flowing hqir. 
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21N ^)N4))B mUJN- 

2lt) W4tJ34|]lC SU54Cl) lid d4t). 

I. 

)r «lt6|tn)e rcAl '74r T^t), 
Wo 31)6 -DO ti)e4t -DO lonj, — 

4t>'e4Ur3 ci)e4X) — 

)r r4l3e4'D 'r 'oe4tiT; 
7in\ 4o6, 4tt) r341ttt;, 4ti) dott). 
4>o t]i6i5 ftjc ir Te4r n)o Jne^4t), 
'C4'i) dliiii 4 t)e4ttTU|x> l|Ofi) ; — 

)r h^ot n\o be4Ttx^ 

)r F401) fi)o i)e4itt/, — 
4)0 dUot) — 'DO r34ip it)o ti)e4lUiTt I 

II. 

te \)6r5)or) 3e4T) t>ot) ti)o64ti)Y)l, 
^r1 |t6llc|oi) T>e4r4t) Bbiid34;* 
4)0 ii)64T>4)S 4rt!)ilte 

4>40|t 411) 4|ce — 

21 r6 bejii re4r3 it)o r4tt)i]i. [ 
'Zj4, 4 c[uoi}^oit/ c4)r 30 bofj, 

30 T)|4Y4'^d, C|UX»4d, C]lOft) ; 

)r4|ilT)-|ior3n)e4ti 
le34et;|b4rl4'o 
N4 c^^T^tM iFe4Ti 30 f4Q. 



* Brogha, Bruff, a town in the county of Limerick. 
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THE LOVELY ALAlID. 



Long, long I'm worn and weak. 
And pale my wasted cheek *, 

And groans have rent 

Where shafts were sent 
My inmost soul to seek — 
My sense of joy is dead. 
The Church's wrath I dread ; 

I'ni wild. Unwise, 

My vigour dies. 
My wits are scatter'd, fled! 



II. 

The love I do avow ^ 
The beauteous Star of Brogha, 

Hath heap'd dark blame 

Upon my name. 
And withering left me now — 
Her hair, in wreathed flow. 
Falls shining, quivering, low ; 

Her rich, ripe eye 

Bids thousands die 
Beneath its arrowy glow! 
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III. 

C4 A berl b)fj bUr'04, brA*4d, 
•S A -D^ro ifjioi) Uilce dfif)4i)5, 

^ 1)-4oV-do|ip r&4i)59 

•S DA 'D&te A |5|ieAroAl 'Dt)ij ; 

4)0 t64|it)4)^ It T^-^T 

^i)b6it le nj* Air, 
4&0 dUoi), x>o rSAp 11)0 Ifc. 

IV. 

4&0 tleAdx>Ar re^l x>aii)* rif i), 

te i)-fti5)on3e-Ai) -oisDnr; 

4)0 b6lC, 'DO rSfiC'A'D, 

4)0 16)11) 'DO piieAby 
" Sen) ii)e f cat'da" — ^AwbAjfit^- 
N1 dA)Uf jox) f 6)1) 11)0 dlf 
te |i6)c 341) |U)t;, ii)A|i tf , 

teb]i6A5)r beAjic 

4)0 leri) — -DO tlA-D 
Na c6ax>ca beAi) r^ Wrif)A)i) ! 



cujsie ^o CKO)<be. 



^)]i n)A)'D)i) A i)Ae rio)rt) Sii6)i) 50 ii)od. 
4)0 'beAliCAT Ai) b6)t; b4 i))Ari)'6A C]irf; ; 
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III. 

Lips, precious, musical. 

Teeth, chalk-white, close-set, small ; 

Hand, smooth, and fair ; 

Form, statelier 
Than wave^pois'd swan withal — 
Once favouring heaven did will 
That, downward o'er the hill. 

Beside me came 
The light-limb'd dame — 
Faint tremblings through me thrill ! 

IV. 

Low kneeling to the fay, 
I vainly made essay 

To melt her heart — 
With shriek and start, 
She wildly tum'd away: 
''Begone I" the virgm said, ,' 
*' Seducer, thou'st betray'd, 
"With deed of guile, 
"And tale and wile, 
V Full many a Munster nuiid!" 



PULSE OF MY HEART. 



Before the sun rose at yester-dawn, 
I met a fair maid adown the lawn : 
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St)eAdt;4 A5rr C40|i bj 43 C4irn)iriTJ 'i)4 rS^^J 

s 4 re4i)54-do[ip r^rtj 11)411 s% 4ni m^ ; 

•S 4 di^rle ti)o ditoiTbe ! c|i64'd i 'i) $itr4)ti) 

II. 

Br6 b)f}c srtJ C40i!) 4 b^il le prl^ 
N4 0|iperr 'c>o 16)3 30 ^jaoi) 1)4 coi|ic ; — 

Bw 4 iuti)4|i-|ior3 n^iii) ii)4]i d|i)ortwii i)4 ti)b|t4oi) 
^)ti re4it)4)n-3U)r t^m noittj 3]i6)i) 30 it)od ; 

'S 4 dt^rle 11)0 d|iO)'6e ! cri64X) j 4i) 

S)ir4)ii)rino|ic? 



21 C^JW) SJNCe ^)K 4)0 r;t)U2l«)B^. 



^t;4)it) r1^^G^1^'^<> tf4ti)b4y 

2l*r '00 3e4b4)]i4i) -DO tlofi 11)6 ; 
4)4 Ii)b6)'6e4'6 b4m x>o -64 I4it) '3411), 

N1 T3^Tif4)5 le4T; doj-dde— 
21 f b4)llT) 43rr 4f)r4dt;, 

Jr All) 'D4ti)r4 lt53e le4c, 
X4 boU'b fr4]i T)4 c]i)4'6 Ofiii), 

4)4t; 1)4 3ii6)i)e 'r ^ 540)te ! 

II. 

2lt;4 eld 4)]i 11)0 d|io)'6eri> 

'C4 l)or)C4 le 3ti4'6 'bt^c, 
t)Ot)'Drb 4)]i t;4ob f jor 'oe, 

Cdrt) cl4]i 'orb le 1)-4)|it)e. 
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The beny and snow 

To her cheek gave its glow, ^ 

And her bosom was fair as the sailing swan — 
Then, poise of my heart! what gloom is thine? 

II. 

Her beautiful voice more hearts hath won 
Than Orpheus' lyre of old had done ; 

Her ripe eyes of blue 

Were crystals of dew. 
On the grass of the lawn before the sun — 
And, pulse of my heart I what gloom is thine f 



FROM THE COLD SOD THAT'S O'ER YOU. 

I* 

From the cold sod that's o'er you 

I never shall sever — 
Were my hands twin'd in your^s, love, 

rd hold them for ever — 
My fondest, my fairest. 

We may now sleep together, 
I've the cold earth's damp odour. 

And I'm worn from the weather! 

II. 
This heart, fiU'd with fondness. 

Is wounded and weary ; 
A dark gulf beneath it 

Yawns jet-black and dreary — 
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9X0, V411)10t) 40t) 1)1^ ^6411), 

B6i'6e4'Dr4 II)' t1otJ-540)*e, 
K<5ti)4'D t jor 4)]t 1)4 b4t)7;4 1 



III. 

Nr4|]i ir 'O^IS l^ n)0 ibtjnxntt, 

3o ii)biit)re 4)]i 11)0 Ie4b4 ; 
?l)]i 'DO t;r4it)b4 re4'6 ^1^6)11) r1^^^ 

O oi^Sxie 50 ti)4|'O)0t) ; 
^3 cr|i rior ti)0 d|ir4'6x;4)i), 

'S 45 ctir4'6-Sol 50 x>4)i)3|0i), 
C|ie 11)0 d4)l1i) cjt^i), rt5r4n)4'6, 

4)0 lr4'64^ Ifoti) 1)4 le4t)b ! 

IV. 

^1) ct;ii))i) Ie4t;r4 41) o)'6de, 

4)ob)or4'3urt5rr4; 
1F4 bri) 4r) d|i4)l) vru)inrtf 

*S 41) 0)'6<ie 45 cr[i ct|r»)e ; 
064^5 ii)oU^ le l)-)or4, 

N4d '6e4|l1)411)4|l 41) 11))UC4'6, 

'S 30 bft^l 'DO do|i(5)i) ii)4)S'De4i)i5r» 
N4 c]ui) ro)Ure 4r x>o do)i)e ! 



C4 1)4 S434)]it; 'r 1)4 B|a)*iie, 
34d 14 1)011) 4 b|5e4]i5 ; 

4h« ciofj be)t 4 i)5li4'D lc4t;, 
^ d)5be4i) )r xn^ ii)4|ib ; 
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When death comes, a Tictor, 

In mercy to greet me. 
On the wings of the whirlwind, 

In the wild wastes jonll meet me! 

III. 

^hen the folk of my household 

Suppose I am sleeping, 
On jour cold grave, 'till morning. 

The lone watch I*m keeping ; 
My grief to the night wind, 

For the mild nuiid to render, 
Who was my betrothed 

Since infancy tender 1 

IV. 

Remember the lone night 

I last spent with you, love, 
Beneath the dark sloe-tree. 

When the icy wind blew, love — 
High praise to the Saviour 

No sin-stain had found you, 
That your virginal glory 

Shhies brightly around you ! 

V. 

The priests and the friars 

Are ceaselessly chiding. 
That I love a young maiden. 

In life not abiding — 
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4)1)&ii)mT9 for5^'6 4|tt 41) 1)5^o)t; 'bt^ 
'S 'Djoi) -oiic tfi) bre4]tt;4ii) : 

Usurer il)4'6 S&i]i 11)0 d[io)'6cri 
d)f be)t; tjor 4f)r4 t;t;4Uti) I 

YU 

T;4b4)|i 'PO ti)4lUdf; 'ood ti)4iMi)n1i)> 

•s 4irirt)i'Dn t>4*4iri ; 

*S 4 ti)4)|t]ot) TJO-D d4i[ix)e, 

3o I6)|te4d t)4 re4r4if) : 
N4]i 16)3 x>4ii) tf p<5t4'6 

'S vr bed V^l ^'^ be4*4, 

^sn* D^A n-i4ii|iF4i!j fi)4ti rvn^)'* iwt?, 

2i£ lYJ'be l|oit) 4iti Ie4b4 1 



Be 'N ejKJNN ) «)0 3K214) h 

W4i)34)rie Sfs4d rid d4T). 



C& f 4X)4 11)6 le 1)-4ert 4i) c-r4054il, 

jr 3U]i io)t;c4r h^t 4*r c64X) ii)4'r Tl"n> 

K)o\i '6c4[iC4r Aoi) xjo I6)ti 30)1) r1ni)» 

50 t;e4dT; 4ii) rl)3e -oo 'i) b4i)-di)C)r — 

51 41) dt)lt)Ol) C40)T)-t34)r 31l4'6ti)4|l, 

16 34eT;e ii))U n)o rl4)»)tie, 

2l01) 541) ptt)11)p, 

341) 7^4011), 541) T;e)ti))oll, 
B6 '1) 6)11)1)1) i, 11)0 5n4x> 1 1 
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01 I'd shelter and shield yon. 

If wild storms were swelling, 
AndO! my wreck'd hope. 

That the cold earth's your dwelling I 

TI. 

Alas, for your fatheri 

And also your mother^ 
And all your relations. 

Your sister and brother^ 
Who gave you to sorrow, , 

And the grave 'neath the willow. 
While I crav'd, as your portion. 

But to share your chaste pillow* 



WHOE'ER SHE BE, I LOVE HER., 

I. 

Through pleasure's bowers I wildly flew, 
Deceiving maids, if tales be true, 
Till love's lorn anguish made me rue 
That one young Fair-neck saw me, 
Whose modest mien did awe me, 
Who left my life to hover 

O'er death's dark shade-^ 
The stainless maid. 
Whoe'er she be, I love her ! 
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II. 
)r CJUtAtt C]U0B4d, \i6Yt 4 X>U0)5, 

Nil ce4l 't)4 r5*)rtJ» 1)1 'I cUoi) *i)4 cfioj'be ; 

'Gx fiHire A*r n)6)i) -64 ifj^i'D *r4 ti)T)4oi, 

3<in 3A0* Ic riSe4ii) *i)4 c4)l 3I41); 
*S1 41) b6)t; x>o tUioytrs i)4 t;4)i)Tje, 
le b-^5K>i) sninn pa b4i)-di)e)r> 

W4]i 401) txfii r1 

«l i).e43 d]iiit? rmn, 
B6 'd eiri)i)i) 1, n)o Siii-b 1 ! 

III. 

)r 'C>e4r 4 -ofi)!), 4 berl, 'r^ plob, 

?i fi)4i4 6aoi, 'r4 cUoD-|ior5 nl5)^> 

J0I)4 le4C41l) )JC)C 41) d40]l 'r4 11*, 

W4]i 3^r'4)]i l|f), 4 b4i) crirt ; 
t^4 )j6iIc, 4*r 15|iir)e, *r T4)lt5e 
•3 41) ii).b6)t; 'i)4|i trjl 4 c4ii)e, 

N1 b4pt5 4 31)1^^), 

N1 'O40|i 4 xilise, 
B6 '1) eiri)i)i) 1, tt)0 5ii4'6 1 ! 

XV. 

O S4b4r4 16) ti)4ti d6)le isloji, 
N1 r34Tiip4'D 16) 30 'D-x;e)Se4'D -oo '1) d|ll, 
?lT) b4lr4it) b6ttl-x;4)r» bettr4d, b)i)i), 
4)0 j;eu|t-30)t) rii)n le 3ri4'6 '61 — 
21 3c6|t) 341) ii)0)ll (ff 4)11 le4t;, 
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II. 



Her hair like quivering foliage flows, 
Her heart lib thought of evil knows, 
Uer face with purest virtue glows. 
Her fame all hate defying — 
While for her crowds are dying, 
And round death's threshold hover, 
Where I, for one, . 
Am nearly gone— 
Whoe'er she be, I love her! 



III. 

What beauteous teeth, and lip, and neck. 
And eye and brow the maiden deck ; 
What red and white her cheek bespeck! 

Like wave-pois'd swan she's fairest, 
In virtue high she's rarest ; 
In her may none discover , 
One deed to blame-^ 
Mild, modest dame. 
Whoe'er she he, I love her I 



IT« 

But since soft ties are round us wove. 
Which nought but death can e'er remove. 
That balsam-bearing Lip of love 

That spell-bound left me dying — 

Now far together flying 
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3o b-eA5 A|l Ih'O^lSltr— 
B6 'n eirUDD 1, njo Sii4'6 i ! « 

V. 

^ 11)6415 n4 ll)-b6)t 5641 40]Ud $1)1)1), 

?iV 1)4 rc4b4c r*iibc, re4r'04d, 5rt)i)i)y 

Cbttii) >:%> 4'r t1o^> ^'T 4ile4dt5 ; 
le 1)-40i)7;4 5407^)1 4't c4||i'oe» 

2li) be)t 541) b40)r, 

jr r6)ibe rUS, 
B6 'i) eiMni) 1, 11)0 JiU't 1 1 

▼I. 

a i)-4ii)iii) r40|i 1)1 x>64rituitt imi) 
?i*r '00*1) c-r4oj4i c6 |io riiii)iii) 

)r 1 5^1) %% ^W r4oS4'D;;4ii) dfioi^be 
*o;i6)]i)5 xni)i) dun) b4ir ")*; 
2li)Idt)lt)0i) il)1i)-T;e4r» ii)i)4ii)t5l . 
te 546* v>o ii)|ll n)0 tl4)i)«5e 
B^it 541) ]pViti)T> 
341) 7;4on), 541) t;e|ii))oU 

B6 *i) e)ri)i)i) 1, 11)0 ijiu-t 1 1 
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The ocean-billows over, 

Who can divide 

From roe my bride ? 
Whoe'er she be, I love her 1 



T. 

But first to Eime's lovely lake. 
Where maids are gay, our course well take. 
Where generous chiefs bright banquets make, 
And purple wine is flowing; 
Then from our dear friends going. 
We'll sail the ocean over, 
I and my dame 
Of stainless fame — 
Whoe'er she be, I love her I 

VI. 

Her secret name 111 not impart. 
Although she pierced my wandering heart. 
With such a death-dispensing dart 
As love-sick left me lying, 
In fiery torment dying, 
Till pity mild did move her — 
But wine of Spain 
To her we'll drain, 
Whoe'er she be, I love her! 
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B^N-CNUJC ^OJBJN ejBJONN. 

4)o!)d4'6 Biu-b W4C Coi)ii)4tu Ccx;. 



Bci|i be4t)4dt; ifii) d|io|'6e 30 t;j|i i)4 l)-ejti|oi)i), 

B4ihdi)t5C Aoib)r\ 6)11101)1), 
Cttit) A t1)4)|t)01) x>o tloljuid )]i A'r 6l^1|i* 

21 ti)-b4i)-^v)^c 40)B)i) 6)|t)ot)i) — 
2in Aye )0i) 4|i B'40)B)r)i) b)i)i) sr* 641), 
W4]i r4rt) txiv^xi d4ofi) 45 ct5rt)i)e 340*4l ; 
S6 11)0 d4r 4 be)* ti)1le ii)1le 4 5c6)i) 

O b4i)-di)i5C 40)b)i) 6)11)01)1) ! 

II. 

B}oi) b4|i|U bo3 rllii) 4)|i d40)i)-di)i5C 6)|i)or)i), 

B4i)-dr)nc 40)b)r) 6)ri)0i)n, 
'S)r Tc^4|iri )0i)4'r) t5l|i reo 'oj* 54d rl6)bc 41)1), 

B4i)-di)nc 40)b)i) 6)11)01)1), 
B4 b)i)i)e 1)4 ii)64iu)b 4))i t;64'04)b ce(5)U 
S)i))fi) 43ur 36)ii)|ie4e 4 U03 'r 4 n)-b<5, 
2l3ttr x;4)t;i))0ii) i)4 3]i6)i)e 0]ic4 4or'D4 4'r 6'S 

2l))i b4i)-di)iic 40)b)i) 6)Yt)oi)i) I 

III. 

^Ti4)'D 34r[U ljor)it)4|i 4x>-c1]i 1)4 l)-6)|i)oi)r), 
B4i)-di)iiC 40)b)t) 6)]t)0i)i), 

* Eibher or Eivir, the son of Ir, who, with his brothers, the sons 
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FAIR HILL'D, PLEASANT IRELAND. 



Take a blessing from the heart of a lonely griever. 

To fair-hiird, pleasant Ireland, 
To the glorious seed of Ir and Eivir, 

In fair-hill' d, pleasant Ireland, 
Where the voice of birds fills the wooded vale. 
Like the mourning harp o'er the fallen Gael — 
And oh ! that I pine, many long days' sail. 
From fair-hill' d, pleasant Ireland ! 

II. 

On the gentle heights are soft sweet fountains. 
In fair-hiil'd, pleasant Ireland ; 

I would choose o'er this land the bleakest mountains 
In fair-hill'd, pleasant Ireland — 

More sweet than fingers o'er strings of song. 

The lowing of cattle the vales among, 

And the sun smiling down upon old and young, 
In fair-hill'd, pleasant Irehmd I 



III. 

There are numerous hosts at the trumpet's warning. 
In fair-hill'd, pleasant Ireland ; 

of Miksius, Bhared Ireland between them. Ir and bis aon, Eirfar, 
had Ulster for their share. 



156 IRI8B POPULAR 80N08* 

^)|i b4D-dDi5C 40|b)i) 6|tt)0Dt) — 

)4'D 43 sdlU-ptjc riot fd Sfteitt), 11)0 Ictti) ! 
2Vx A W)-b4ilce T>4 ltoii)i) f4 djor 30 'D40|t, 



9 ti)-b4i)-dt)i)c 40|b|t) 6)11)01)1) 



C^)CK)N N) S1)eO)N.* 



S6 41) f )4'64ide f -o Be4|i4t 4i) Te4ii T)4l bj 43 
Be4ll4)3 
»r dVh b')4'6x;4 6 t4 'd ce4dro le Xxi'de 4ij 
411) i)d)D, 
S4 if)4)Sx>e4i) btte4$ b4tttt4ii)4)l i)4'|i trui XV^T 
|i)4ii) 4 b-re4tt4)b, 
Cfii) 3leSe4l ii)4ii 'n)e4dT54 r1 C4)ciiji) i)1 
Sbedii) ! 

II. 

C4 1)4 ceirDt4 'o'4 ii)4C4l'6e -orl 41) 6r3C[irc '0'4 
rc4iicr4i), 
Bore Ii6r6 5U1) dlr4)i) 11)64114, berl t;4i)4 ii)4|i 

* This Bong Is the production of 41 Connanght baid. It seems 
to be an extempore effusion in praise of the daughter of a western 
ohief| at whose residence the person whom the minstrel styles the 
Hunter ofBera, had arrived. This spirited outburst of song was 
certainly a characteristic mode of introdndng the "Hunter of 
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And warriors bold, all danger scorning. 

In fair-hill'd, pleasant Ireland — 

Oh, memory sad I oh, tale of grief I 

They are crush'd by the stranger past all relief; 

Nor tower nor town hath its native chief. 
In fair hill'd, pleasant Ireland I 



CAITRIN, THE DAUGHTER OF JOHN. 



Sing the Hunter of Bera, who from Ballagh came 
hither. 
Our gates open'd wide to his coming at nocn. 
And .the virgin whose coldness did suitors' hopes 
wither, 
The snow-waisted Caitrin, the daughter of John! 

II. 

There are tall sons of bravery that pine in her 
slavery; 
Her eye all beguiling — small lips like the rose ; 

Bera** to the ** Bright Swan of Lough Glynn.** 

t Bera. Bearhaven^ a territory in the soath-west of the connty 
Cork, the patrimony of the O'Solliyan Bear. Ballagh^ or Balla, 
a Tillage in the barony of Claremorris, county Mayo. It has an 
ancient round tower. 
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C4ttbft)C4)l 4 ii)-b)'6 b[ie4r 41)1), h)'6 )olft4'6 346 

T>4t4 41)1)9 

34d cifi bij'be 16) 43 C4r4'6 50 4l'Mib '1)4 '6cd)3. 
III. 

C4 4ri b')Oi)3i)4'o Wi) iiC3)fi) 45 34)tie4'6 ip4 

Venus, 
W4|i -DO bj Coi)drb4ti f4 4&l)6)|i'0|ie 'orl 4 

b-pl4i)TW)b -oU siU'b ; 
^ |i6rlc editor ^ l)-4)31i ^ll* dd[irS4'6 1)4 3|i6)i)e, 

'Sj 11)0 TtO^' C4tl 11)1)4)b 6)11641)1) ) 4 11)6)1) 4'r4 

3-c4|l!' 

IV. 

4&e4'6-din)[i4'6 4i[i it)i)4)b 4 0)1)64^6 1, 'r i r)4lil)4)t 

41) 0)l))d 1, 

34dTcd'o '6e4r'o'4 b[ioi)i)4'6 'r 'o*4 rc4)pe4'6 

4)11 Irdc ceo)l ; 
'SI ii)Y)lin1i) dl4i)i)4 M)Y5[ie4'6 1, 'r1 iw> SM^ »)4 

b-T)lc i, 
6414 SleSe4l lod4;3l)i)i)e 1, Y) C4)t;riii) i)iSbed)i) ! 



4&U21N N?l S2lO)KS6. 

^1) ^4i)34)tie Sf34d \io d4i). 



)r f4'04 11)6 4 3-crif)4)'6 341) ci)fT; le tieufiny^, 
30 'Dub-d[io)'6e4d c|i6)*-U3 c14)t; 341) t;|teo)Tt ; 

^•n) b4rc4'6 43 bf |i *r 4*11) biirS4'6 43 b40tl4)<^ 
^ lY]b Ion) rl6)bc f 40) b]t4c4'6 41) b|U5)i) ; 
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She's a jewel all splendid, of brightest hues blended. 
Each gold-wreathed ringlet to her white ande 
flows ! 



III. 



Now why should we wonder if thousands surrender/ 
Like Connor to Deirdre, their hearts to her chain ; 

Guiding light of the poet, of sun-glancing splendour. 
The fairest in Erin of beauty's bright train! 



IV. 

O'er her kindred and nation she holds highest station. 
Dispensing rich guerdons to minstrels of song ; 

Clan-Murray's fair darling — ^my harp's inspiration. 
Bright swan of Lough Glynn, beauteous daughter 
of John I 



THE SONG OF FREEDOM. 



All woeful, long I wept despairing, 
Dark-bosom'd, fainting, wearied, weak. 

The foeman's withering bondage wearing, 
Remote in the gorge of the mountain bleak ; 
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341) d4tUrD 4'tl) d4b4)tt 4dC 4)01)1)* Y-* S40lC4, 

'4)0 be4titn^ 4)|i x>-trfnr 'D41i) tn^ftlins tkie* leir, 
30 D-4it|i)re4'6 'ofjij 54d [iy)!) hwt I6)[i 'bd, 
tc -0151 stteiDi) r5l6)P« 4'r 54l[i'De4r cedjU 

4)* 4it|i)r9 4)11 -o-wr '^^f cY)r i)^ r40|i-f ut, 

341) f)n rtt)it) sn^* srr f 4c 4i) Sle©r6 ; 
tl'r 5^11 5A)ri)'o Bftj-b bli|[i 4 i)-'Otttd4r T6}'6l}n^,f 

2l'r c|ifi d40|i) e|b||i twi|i 541) t;|ted)ft — 
C4 C4[iolrr loDi) 'r 4 d4bl4d 3l6rr«4, 

^5 tkl]t)U)l)5 t;4Tt 4b411) 16 C4b4)ft 'D'4tt r40tu'6, 
•S 1)1 it)4)tip|'6 t6 boi)i) -DO dl4i)i) lucAnirf , 

'S bft)^^ foS4 3o|'6|l njKdux} 541) cUr 'r ^^ ^11* • 

III. 

Te4ro4 b6)'6 3ne4i)i) le i!Oi)i) 43 6)3nb, 

?IY ^TH) b)i)i) 3l6rr«A 43 'o4)iij 4i) dcd)l ; 
B^j'b C4i)C4ii) 4 x>-X3e4if)4i]i, f 4 t4it)4)i), 45 r^oii- 

a'r «)54 rllSe^ 43 clSjri le f 434)1 tfit) leoS4i). 
B6)t> ce4lU 43rr fit^'o 34D c^Dre 43 P4p)r«r, 
B6)'6 C4rb4)|lC 'D)4-'D0lt)l)4ld 4 x>-ce4ii)TM))U 
6)}te4fi : 
Bi)^^ rc4)pe4'6 43ttr rc4i)i)ti4'6 4)|i doii)plrdc 
6)31t), 
'S4r prb4d r1*e4d 340)^6)1 30 bjU* 'i) 4 '6e(5i3 ! 

* Donn Firineach^ or i7onn M« Truthteller^ to whom is attri- 
buted, in Irish mythologyi the goyernment of the fidries of Mun> 
ster. His residence is said to be on Cnock-firinn, a romantic hill 
in the county Limerick. The Mangaire Sugach^ the author of 
this bold appeal in favour of the exiled house of Stuart, describes 
Donn as bidding him prodaim to the Brave that the hour had 
arrived for the last glorious effort on behalf of Charles. 
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No friend to cheer my yisions drearj. 
Save generous Donn, the king of Faery, 

Who mid the festal banquet airy, ' 
These strains prophetic thus did speak — 

II. 
** Behold how chieftains glorious, regal. 

Are bondage-bound, dishonoured, low ; 
These churls from Phelim's heirdom legal. 

And Eiver's lands, are doomed to go ; 
For fleets, and Charles brave to lead 'em, 

Will reach our shore with promis'd freedom ; 
And vengeance doubly dark shall speed 'em. 

Till bursts their might upon the foe." 

III. 
''And bards shall pour their tuneful treasure. 

And minstrels strike their voiceful string, 
And Tara wake to music's measure, 

And priests be cherish'd by their king ; 
And sacred rites and mass-bells sounding 

All Erii^'s holy domes be found in, 
And scattering fear the foe astounding. 

While all the Gael exulting sing. 

DoDn is an historical personage, and is said to have been one 
of the sons of BGlesios, the celebrated king of Spain. When these 
princes invaded Ireland, more than a thousand years before the 
Christian ^ra, Donn, with all his ship's company, was cast away 
on the west coast of Monster. It is a carious fiict that the name 
of this prince, after the lapse of forgotten ages, is as funiliar as a 
household word among the peasantry of the south I 

t Feidhlim, son of Tuathal Teachtmar, and fiither of Conn of 
the Hundred Battles, was monarch of Ireland at the conunence- 
ment of the second century of the Christian Era. It was in the 
person of his father, Tuathal Teachtmar, or the Acceptable, that 
tho Milesian dynasty was restored after the Attacotic rebellion. 

\* 
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IV. 

S)i) 454^0 6 t;f r 54d ttdt) b4 ti)6)t) l)ott), 

2l'r ti)e^4it)|iiis f 6ji) 11)0 fcedl -oo 64d ; 
T^iscA'b 34d C|U)b4)iic 4 3-cob4)|i le S64Ttl4r» 

^n^^)S 41) coijfU'b ]i6iib 4[i t94tt)4)X) — 
S|i) 434)b 41) t;4i), 4'r 54b4i3 le d6)lc, 

Prte4b4)5 le ijoi)1) 4*r ple4i)i)C4)5 fi)6)f;-po)c ; 
le4D4)5 41) poS4 4)ti T^tiojns 41) 6)t)d, 

•S 1)4 l)-)Ott)pi5je4'6 461) le Tc4t d'l) ij-sled-b ! 



01-4&21N eOSajN BUa)4> U) S1)U)igOBI)?l)M. 



C64'o rWi) drn) 54d li)S-tl^ 
BbeiTbead p4iTtT;e4d '0411) tllSr«, 
^ '0-t;)S 41) t;4b4)|ti)e tdo tti'6|!e4d, 

le l)-1i)t;it) 43 6\, 
4)0 t|i4)^)od 1)4 p)0t)t;4, 
341) Sia)r5<^)]i, 5^1) btiif}3e4i)Tki, 
•S4 n)4)tte4d -04 '6[it5ii) rii)» 

N4 50)ly:e4d 4)[i bjidi) — 
^4|i i)i n))re 41) brc re<5 
4>o diirt))'6e4r 4i) tr-d[t, 
4&4 b4)l)rS4'6 50 yi]o\\ bod^o, 

?lr 'O40)t)e e)le -64 dl ! 
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IV. 



** You've heard the secrets I've unfoldeD ; 

To memories true their truths bestow ; 
And speaks 'twill all the brave embolden^ 

The treaty broken by the foe : 
But row's the hour — ^your powers uniting. 

Arise to crush these he-goats blighting ; 
And while the race of treachery smiting, 

Let none his vengeance wild forego I" 



OWEN ROE O'SULLIVAN'S DRINKING 
SONG. 



This cup's flowing measure 

I toast to that treasure. 

The brave man whdse pleasure 

Is quaffing rich wine, 
Who deep flagons draiiimg^ 
From quarrels abstaining^ 
The mom finds; TemaiDing 
All joyous divine — 
It ne'er shall be mine 
Togather.vileeoin, 
To clowns at life's waning, 
For ayo to resign! 
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II. 

Bloi) b4otUod» le c)i)T)T;e4dT;» 

?l 'o-c)S ^^ «4b4)[ii)e 'DO pi-bf e4d 

le b-1t)t;ii) 43 (51 ; 
9Lx vlit bij-b 41) bYj-biij f -o, 
'S 4r T4Sn4d 4 5-c[i)de, 

% rs^iPT^n t)4 ii)jit;c, 

3o ctii5i)i) -64 5-cn'o T^im 

N^4)[i r1i)v^4|i 6 4)n bdii-o, 

'S 541) t;i^t;4)|t 4 td)i)9 
Bloi) 4 be4i) r?'o '64 d40)i)e, 
le l40)t)b 341) dd)Tt— 

III. 
" 1l4 t;|i4dT; 4)[i i)4 3i)1oit)4ii*4)b 

B()1 4 b.P4tl)r t)4 Ctl40) rO|[lj 
114*1) )4r01) 'OO rl0ld4)'6 

T34|i twioj-o lor 41) redx> ; 

l4od|i4)'6 1)4 Ctuoibe, 

N4'i) t;c T)i) 'DO dUoj-D T^lc, 

N4 S64r4tt dnn c)ox 4)n 
^ i)-'oJt^4d 30 ledfi, 
O ! x>o tYniT1t)W 41) ^b(5)i), 
34d cplod c)le x>e*i) c-r<^|ic, 

'^r 54d 4C|U bj'd 4T3e, 

6 C4b4)ttt; df 11)^4 bed!" 

IV. 

" ^o d4r, n «^ 41) r3^)ii)le, 

2l)|i dl4Tt4dY;b r1i)«e* 

^r 30 ^li4t b64'D 4*0 d40)i)e9 
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II. 

Some churls will come slinking. 
To practice cheap drinking. 
Where the generous are linking 

New joys to the old — 
Vile starvling, what matter 
If curses should shatter 
Tour land-marks, and scatter 

To strangers your gold ! 

When laid in the mould. 

All naked and cold> 
Your dames thus may patter 

Your death song, behold -^ 

III. 

** Let heroes strike under ; 
At Paris why wonder. 
Or Jason who plunder 

From dragons did riye 7 
The red-branched hero 
May sink down to zero ; 
And Ceesar and Nero 

In vain with him strive. 

Let the rich herds arrive 

That in Munster survive. 
And 111 yield them my dear, oh I 

To dasp thee alive ! 

IV. 

** My soul I how grief *s arrow 
Hath fix'd in my marrow! 
O'er that cold coffin narrow 
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30 -DC^IS 4)[l 11)0 sldfi ! 

*)4ri i4ti}4'6 11)0 tiDre4nt 

'S be)* U|*ne4<5 le rltjc^* 
4>o b-fe^|i Ijoti) 4|i1t w 

114 ii)ilce x>e'i) d|i ! 

N j JoirT4'6 11)6 Tcorp* 

•S 1)11 riini 4541?) 4 1)3no*> 
'^r 1)1 t45T4)'6 ii)e 41) dill 

O it)o %tr^t)e4d 50 'oedS ! " 



" ^ d4)iix>e 11)0 dtio)t>e 'r^S ; 

^l'6)5 l4)ttie4d4Tn t1n)d)oU, 

N1 r42np4)'6 ti)e t;t5i)t; 4)[i 

2loi) C40b 'bloii) 541) r«pd)c ! 

N1 r«4x>f 4-0 -ooi) vx)o3 ri^t 

30 n)-b4T;4tt r^i) l40| tt)e, 

•S 50 b|atbe)*'64 d40)i)e 

2t)0 d40)1) t5e4p '04tl t)(J— " 
B4 Tto)H)6 le4c 54d 'oeoji 
Bb6)'6e4d4t)r4r le i)4 rittfin 

'2lT 1 A b434)nc 50 b-1re4ll 

^)itdriid)binrid)5i 
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111 weep evermore — 
By the hand of my father 1 
This moment I'd rather 
From the grave thee to gather. 

Than gold's yellow store ! 

All feasts 111 give o'er ; 

I'm stricken and frore — 
Oh, grave at Kilmather, 

Be my roof-tree and floor I 



" My bosom friends inner. 

Gather round your poor sinner ; 

My kerchief and pinner 
To pieces shall go. 

In the Lee wildly springing, 

111 end this beginning, 

His death-song still singing 
Who valued me so" — 
While round tears thus flow, 
And wailing and woe. 

To a youth near her clinging, 
She beckons alow I 
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I. 

4)0 SUcf 4|i) trf^ 541) hA 541) pf5i)t;, 541) 4)[ie4itj 

^ dtj-o 'od' I) T^-r40)J)l Ic t;o)l -DO tf)Y5i)t;)|i -04 tt)*4)U 

|te4T; ft)6 ; 
S6 it)o ^Uft 'or4d 541) 11)6 '5rr «u, 4 'b^oi) J[i4'6 

11)0 dl6)b, 

21 5-C4)r)0l ^f lf)41), 4r 5<^i) 'DO Ie4b4)'6 lpY)ij 4d 41) 

cUft b05 T)64l I 

II. 

S)f b4)l 4 d054tl '4r «4tl|l 4 dOoU 1)011) ^6)1) '0<f D 

Sle4t)i), 
3e4b4)'6 vf ipor54'6 Ie4b4)'6 tlocnr 45irr 4-6411 

con 4ii)4i) ; 
86)^6 1)4 rnotw 4 54b4)4l *ti4)tj, f 40) 56r54)b 

cri4i)t), 
Bi)^^ 41) loi) x>rb i)'4ti b-i!0d4)ti, 'r^t) dj4iir4d 

4t)i). 

III. 

Se4Ttc fi)o dl6)b -oo trs fi)6 f 6)t) tdi^t;, 4*t 5ti4'6 

t;[ic [if I), 
4&4 '0-t;)5|:e4'6 16 -oo dO|i 'r^ v-X^oi^l 50 tt)-b6)'6)f) 

f 6)t) 4*r «f, 

* Caisiol Mumhany Cashel of Munsttr^ is the most popular of 
all the Irish melodies. This will perhaps account for the reason 
that there is no Irish song of which there are so many corrupt ver- 
sions as this. I cannot undertake to say that the present is the 
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CASHEL OF MUNgTJBR. 



I would wed you, dear, without gold or gear, or 

counted kine ; 
My wealth you'll he, would your fiiends agree, and 

you he mine — 
My grief, my gloom! that you do not come, my 

heart's dear hoard ! 
To 'Cadid fair, though our couch were there but a 

soft deal board ! 



II. 

Oh, come, my bride, o'er the wild hiUs' side, tp.the 

valley low, 
A downy bed, for my.love I'll spread, where .waters 

flow; 
And we shall stray, where streamlets play, the.groves 

among, 
Where echo tells, to the listening dells, the blackbird's 

song I 

III. 
Love, tender, true I gave to you, and secret sighs. 
In hope to see, upon you and me, one hour arise, 

genuine one, but in its simple pathos it bean strong evidence of 
authentidtj. It was given me by a lady of the county Clare, 
whose mother, she informed me, was accustomed to sbig it, at the 
advanced age of eighty years. 

M 
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Cc4i>54l cl6j|ie4d eA^ojKx^ 4)t40^> 'r 41) r4iifi)e 

Wr 'o4 bpeicfii) r^t) 11)0 te4|ic 45 40t) te4|i s^lBifj 
b4r le? cf ri)4r6 ' 

IV. 

4))4-'D0tt)t)t;<^ 'i)r4i[i 4 d^T^ii)!) 43 4!) ct;e4ii)poll 1, 
lF4llt|Di) Tt)4ti)4d 4'r TUbli) r4itn)C tjniie 4r)ri) 

ft)Ari Si)40) ; 
^5nr 5^^41)4 -oo r5if4bf4'6 t)4 5le4i)t)«S4 ffiAO)t : 
06 ! r^ it)o br4in64'6 ii)4ji 'DO Ir4'6e4'6 l|Oii) t)4 

ii)4i5'De4ij 1 ! 



T34 f |i ]p1ob 45 ft)o ti)nn^1^» *r ^ b[i434)x> 11)411 

40I, 
^ c^lit) 047*04 br4C4l4d 43 f 4r 30 T6r|i ; 
S6 tt)o 6rii)4 t)1ii)e 1)46 r4i) nil tlor 'oo t434'6 ti)6 
C4ri 4 r«)Ti[iiSe4'6 n)6 4 3-cdJ5lb 4'r ")<> 3n4'D t4[i 

ii)*'66ir! 
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When the priest's blest voice would confirm my 

choice, and the ring's strict tie : 
If wife you be, love, to one but me, love, in grief 

rildiel 



IV. 

In church at pray'r first I saw the fair in glorious 

sheen, 
In mantle flowing, with jewels glowing, and frontlet 

green, 
And robe of whiteness, whose fold of lightness might 

sweep the lea ; 
Oh, my heart is broken since tongues have spoken 

that maid for me I 



A neck of white has my heart's delight, and breast 

like snow, 
And flowing hair, whose ringlets fair to' the green 

grass flow — 
Alas ! that I did not early die, before the day 
That saw me here, from my bosom's dear, far, far 

away I 



THE END. 
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